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The Autobiography 


BOOK TWO 


Previously... 


Surgeon Danny Wilson is married to Laura an ex-model and beauty pageant and they have 
one son together. After seven years of married life together, Laura, feeling dissatisfied with her life, 
has an affair with a man called Antonio Bellucci who has raped her. When Antonio wants to take 
her away to Italy, Laura refuses. In an attempt to persuade her to accept his offer, he kidnaps her 
son. 

Laura is taken hostage and reluctantly goes on the run with Antonio, committing several 
criminal offences. Both of them finally end up in prison. On her release Laura gets back together 
with her husband and son. 

Antonio, who still has five more years to serve breaks out of prison, and when he finds 
Laura, he insists that she runs away with him but when the latter refuses, he tries to kill her but ends 
up being shot by Laura’s husband. 

As far as the Wilsons are concerned, Antonio is history and they can get on 
with their lives. [fonly life was that simple. 

Although married to an antique art dealer, Laura’s best friend Desiré, a French beauty 
originally from Paris and an ex-model, is unhappy with her husband because he cannot give her the 
child she desperately wants. Feeling incomplete as a woman, she naively starts an affair with a 
mysteriously handsome man with whom she has planned to run away with. But is the man 
interested in her or is Desiré only a means to an end for him? 
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CHAPTER 1 


Borough Green, England 


When he regained consciousness, he was astounded to find himself lying in a bed. 
The bedroom was modestly furnished. It contained a small-size wooden bed with a 
freestanding wardrobe and a chest of drawers made of pine. The doorway leading to 
another room had only a curtain with no door. The flooring was boarded with dark- 
oak veneered planks with cracks in several places. The ceiling was unusually low and 
looked like it could do with a lick of paint. Suspended from the centre of the ceiling 
was an electric wire at the end of which was a light bulb hidden inside a tatty-shade. 
The entire room was poorly lit and felt claustrophobic. 

He had no idea who he was and he had no memory of the past. He spoke English—he did 
not know what country he was from or how he had come to be in England, in the small farmhouse 
of a widow who had given him shelter. 

As time went by, there were frequent flashes of memory and vague jumbled images, which 
passed through his mind. They came and went too fast, making it difficult for him to derive any 
sense from them. His mind was over flowing with confusion. 

Unexpectedly a young woman, looking older than she ought to be, entered the room. 

‘Good morning...How are you feeling?’ she said, in an unusually gentle enquiring voice. 

‘All right, I guess,’ he replied softly looking puzzled. ‘Thank you for caring ma’am...’ but 
before he could finish his sentence, the woman interjected. 

‘My name is Delilah — Dr Delilah Gibson. I live here on my own.’ 

Taking a few steps forward she added, ‘the expression on your face tells me that you are 
wondering how you got here, so wonder no more. I went to fetch some water and I found you lying 
unconscious by my well, a few feet away from here. God only knows how I managed to drag you 
into the house. You are lucky to still be alive. I removed six bullets from your body. One of them 
had missed your heart by a whisker.’ 

‘Do you know who I am?’ he asked. 

What a strange question, she thought. 

‘No.’ Delilah said. ‘I was hoping you would tell me.’ 

He hesitated. ‘I’m sorry, I don’t know.’ He was not satisfied with that. “Hasn’t anyone 
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inquired about me? Tried to find me?’ 

Delilah shook her head. “No. No one.’ 

He felt frustrated and wanted to scream. ‘Please, the newspaper...surely they have a story 
about me.’ 

‘Out here, I am cut off from the outside world. No TV, radio or newspaper. Since I lost my 
husband, I have lived here like a hermit. But I am alive and you should thank God that you are alive 
too,’ Delilah replied. 

He could see that he was not going to get any answers about his identity from Delilah. In the 
beginning, he was too weak to be concerned with himself, but as weeks and months went by, he 
regained his strength and fitness. 

When he was strong enough to be on his feet, he began to move around and 
spent his time tending to the cottage of his rescuer. The atmosphere was so calm and 
peaceful, yet he could find no peace. /’m lost and no one cares, he thought. Why? Am I that 
worthless? Who am I? 

Vague images continued to haunt him and drive him crazy. One evening he had 
a vision of himself locked behind iron bars with men in uniform walking about. Was I 
a criminal of some sort? What did I do? 

Was it just a dream or was it something that had happened in his past? 

He needed someone to help him with his mind, but there was no one there. He was so 
traumatized and the only way that his mind could keep him safe was to shut out his terrible past. 


Jumbled images kept haunting him, days and nights. He saw himself with a 
naked woman making love. Who was that woman? Was it his wife or just someone he knew? 
He was a “nobody” living with someone he had never met before. 
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A few days later, he had another dream about the same woman. He was sitting with 
her underneath a huge tree and they were kissing each other passionately whilst being watched by 
a dog with his mouth wide open, tongue out and tail wagging. 


Week after week he was unable to have a good night sleep. He knew he was never 
going to be able to find peace until he was able to make sense of these images and 
discover who he was really. Those images were not just dreams; they were in fact bits 
of his life, his very past. 

One morning he was chopping some wood and out of the blue a name popped 
out of his subconscious. Antonio. My name is Antonio Bellucci. 

He dropped his axe and ran to Delilah, shouting his name. 


28 2K ok 


Temporary memory loss after injury to the brain, also called amnesia, occurs 
when a person loses the ability to remember events and information they would 
normally be able to recall. This could be something that happened only seconds or 
minutes ago, or a memorable event that happened in the past. Sometimes a person 
miraculously regains his memory like in Bourne Identity because nothing in nature is 
truly ever lost. 


Antonio Bellucci heard voices from his past, but he was having difficulty making sense of 
what he was hearing. Some of the voices were that of a woman screaming, a few were from a boy 
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calling him names, others still were from a man ordering him to do something. He could also hear 
his own voice and he sounded bitter. 

‘Get out, you sick fucking arsehole, get out!’ 

‘You’re not going to shoot...’ 

‘T will...’ kill you, you son of bitch,’ 

“You’re not,’ 

‘Get away,’ 

‘My husband loves me and I know it...’ 

‘Get off her, you fucking bastard!” 

‘Please let me out, I want to go home.’ 

‘Do it there.’ 

“You little bastard...’ 

‘Let me go you horrible man.’ 

‘T guess it’s all a game with you, isn’t it? 

“You’rea fucking whore...’ 

The voices were relentless. His past was being played back to him but in a way that made 
little sense. His head was hurting. Delilah could see he was suffering, but there was little she could 
do other than sit with him and just be there for him. 

Antonio suddenly felt sick. He rushed to the toilet. The room was so small he could barely 
kneel down with his chin resting on the edge of the toilet seat. After he had emptied his stomach, he 
got to his feet and approached a tiny wash basin. He rinsed his mouth and as he was washing his 
face, he caught his reflection in the mirror standing just above the wash basin. The mirror reflected 
the image of a beaten man, unshaven face with deep-sunken eyes that seemed filled with 
pain...That can’t be me, he thought. The mirror must be playing tricks. Although he did not like 
what he saw, one thing was certain; he was a man with no past and no future. A man who was lost. 

He returned to the room where Delilah was sitting. 

‘Delilah, you are a doctor...aren’t you?’ 

"Yes." 

‘Please help me!’ He begged. ‘Please help me find out who I am!’ 

Delilah looked at him for a long moment. ‘Sit down.’ 

Antonio sat down on a wooden chair. 

Delilah said in a soft low voice. ‘My friend, the only person who can help you is God. In 
good time, He will let you know what He wants you to know.’ 

Antonio stared at Delilah. 

‘I need to get out of here now!’ 

“Where would you go?’ 

‘T don’t know. But I am searching for something...’ 

‘Is there a particular place you would like to go?’ 

‘No.’ 

“Why don’t you stay here at least until Monday? That will give you more time to what your 
next steps will be.’ 

Antonio thought about it for a moment then nodded in agreement. 


Delilah went in the kitchen to make a cup of tea. She was deep in thought. She felt so 
inadequate but realised that medical science had its limitations. She knew a medical colleague who 
could possibly assist. 


Whilst Delilah was out of the room, Antonio had a sudden flash back...a vague image of a 
beautiful woman sitting next to him underneath a huge tree in a park...but then it was gone. 
T really must get out of this farm, he had convinced himself. Maybe he would be able to find 
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someone he trusted who could help him. He felt a sudden unexpected chill running through him as 
he entertained the idea of going out into a strange world that he could not even remember. Was 
there anyone out there that could help him regain his memory? 
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For the next two nights, Antonio had difficulty getting to sleep. The idea of leaving the 
farm and going into the unknown was terrifying. He felt totally lost. Js it such a bad thing if I can’t 
remember my past? What is important is that I know I am Antonio Bellucci. 
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On Monday morning, much to the displeasure of Delilah, she escorted Antonio to the gate of 
the boundary wall encircling the farm. 

‘Tl be thinking of you,’ a sad Delilah said. ‘You'll always be welcomed here.’ 

“Thank you, Delilah. I really can’t thank you enough.’ 

But deep inside, Antonio knew he was never going to come back. What he wanted was out 
there, somewhere. 

As he started his long walk away from the farm, his mind was bombarded with emotional 
conflicts. He had a safe place to stay at Delilah's. It was peaceful. But now what was he going to 
discover? 

Having been on his feet almost all day, he finally reached the outskirts of Islington, London. 
Strangely enough, the area looked oddly familiar. He stood in front of a park with golf course and 
stared for a while. It felt familiar. He decided to enter the park and walked around it. As he was 
doing so, more images flashed in his mind. He kept walking. He saw a woman walking a cute little 
Yorkshire terrier dog. Suddenly the dog broke loose and ran towards another dog, bigger than 
himself, barking his head off threatening to bite a German shepherd. He ran after the small dog and 
picked him up. 

‘Here you are ma’am.’ He handed the small dog to her owner. 

‘Thank you...Err...very much.’ The woman smiled sweetly. She was in her forties, blonde 
hair, with beautiful blue eyes and lips the colour of cherries. 

Antonio kept thinking about the woman as he walked away from her. She looked familiar. 
He looked up and saw a huge tree. For a moment he could have sworn he saw a couple sitting 
underneath it kissing each other, being watched by a small dog tied to a tree nearby. The dog 
watched the couple with his mouth wide open, tongue out and his tail wagging. 

As he continued walking, Antonio saw a gentleman jogging past him. The man lifted his 
hand as if to say hello to him. Antonio was sure he had never seen him before. J wonder if he knows 
me or was he simply being polite? Antonio thought. 

He stopped and turned round to look at the man. Antonio wanted to call the man and talk to 
him, but then decided not to. He felt as if he wanted to start jogging too, his hands growing cold. 

As he came out of the park, he saw blocks of houses. He kept looking as he continued to 
pace ahead. After turning a corner into Union Street he found he was having difficulty breathing. / 
know this apartment. I have been inside it. 

Antonio was exhausted. His feet were aching. He looked across the street and saw a public 
bench. He crossed over and went to sit down on it. 
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Antonio looked around and he marvelled at seeing so many people hurrying through the 
streets. Some were walking and talking to each other. A little boy eating a lollipop grimaced at him 


as he passed by. Loud music was coming out of a store across the street. After the peace and quiet 
of the farm, every thing looked and sounded strange. As his eyes roved around, he noticed a coffee 
shop. His mouth was a bit dry. He decided to go inside and have a cuppa. 

A waitress approached Antonio. She was wearing a smile. ‘What can I get you Mr 
Bellucci?’ 

How did she know my name? He asked himself. Unwilling to draw attention to himself he 
refrained from asking the waitress how she knew his name. 

After drinking his coffee he left the café and continued to walk. The afternoon was nearly 
over and he needed to find a place to stay before the night caught up with him. He could not get it 
off his mind that everything around him looked so familiar. He walked a bit further down and then 
felt like he was being pulled towards a particular building The Windmill—a bed and breakfast place. 
When he got to it he couldn’t remember if he had been there. As he walked inside and approached 
the receptionist, a man was leaving. He looked at him and nodded with a smile. He looked Italian. 
Although Antonio was sure he had never met him before, the man looked familiar. The receptionist 
looked at him and said: 

‘Hello.’ Her voice gave the impression she knew him. 

‘Hi.’ Antonio breathed deeply. ‘Do you know me?’ 

‘Of course,’ she smiled sweetly. “You’ve stayed here several times, Mr Bellucci.’ 

Antonio’s heart skipped a beat. He had found someone who could possibly tell him 
something about his past. 

“Would you like your usual room?’ 

‘My usual room...? Oh, yes, please.’ 

‘Here you are sir.’ The receptionist handed him the key to room No.13. ‘You’re very lucky; 
it only became vacant this morning. How many days shall I put you down for, Mr Bellucci?’ 

‘Can I have it for a week to start with? But I may need it for longer.’ 

‘No problem Mr Bellucci. You know where it is, don’t you?’ 

Antonio looked unsure and the receptionist pointed the direction to him. 

‘Oh, yes, I remember now.’ He really didn’t but somehow he knew where to go. 

As he entered the room, Antonio felt a sudden dryness in his mouth. J recognise this room. 
I’ve stayed here, he murmured. 

He knew exactly where everything was. He was able to describe the colour scheme of the 
bathroom before he had even entered it. It had been a long day. After he had freshened up, he went 
down to have a chat with the receptionist. 

“Yes, Mr Bellucci.’ She smiled pleasantly. 

‘Can I ask you a question?’ 

‘IT would be happy to answer if I can,’ the receptionist replied, with a polite smile. 

Antonio was not sure what was the best question to ask. He thought for a moment, cleared 
his throat, and then uttered: 

‘What do you know about me?’ He was anxious to hear her answer. 

‘Nothing much sir...Err...you once told me you were not married and that you worked as a 
porter in St. Thomas hospital.’ 

‘Oh, yes I remember now.’ But Antonio lied. He did not remember sharing that information 
with the receptionist. 

“What else?’ 

‘That’s about it sir.’ 

‘Okay. Thank you.’ 

As Antonio made his way back to his room, the receptionist shook her head quizzically. 
Suddenly the phone rang and she picked up the receiver. 
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The next morning Antonio decided to go to the public library and review the newspapers. 
He did not have far to walk. Ten minutes later he was talking to the librarian. 

‘Miss, I’m researching some information on someone. Is there a computer I can use?’ 
Antonio asked as he stared at the blonde librarian standing behind the counter. She had the name 
Amelia Dobson inscribed on a name-badge attached to the lapel of her blue jacket. 

‘Come with me.’ Amelia took him to an area in the library and logged him on to a computer. 
‘Have you used a computer before sir?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Antonio. 

‘Then I'll let you get on with it.’ 

“Thank you.’ 

Antonio started to search back copies of newspapers, and it was as if he had opened a can of 
worms. He found several articles written about him and how he and Laura Wilson were captured 
and sent to jail. He saw pictures of himself and Laura. He could see how beautiful Laura looked. 
Dozens of brightly lit scenes poured into his consciousness. He had been madly in love with her, 
but something had gone wrong. 

He saw another image of himself standing there looking at Laura whilst she pointed a gun at 
him. He felt a rage invading his body. 

As more images flooded his mind, he could hear Laura telling him that she would kill him 
and he was telling her she wouldn't. 

Antonio had escaped from prison soon after Laura was released and he had come to find her 
and was ready to take her away to Italy. They were in her house in Islington, London, and Laura 
had agreed to go with him. He could hear himself saying, 7 know I should not be here, I know 
you're upset, but let’s stop kidding ourselves Laura. We’ve been bending backwards to do the right 
thing. You playing the perfect wife, me being your lover...Well, I can’t take it anymore. I just can’t.’ 

He could see himself standing behind Laura and massaging her shoulders when suddenly 
her surgeon husband Danny burst in and they got into a fight. 

The pictures haunting his mind became clearer. 

Laura suddenly was pointing a gun at him, threatening that she would shoot and he was 
telling her to put the gun down. Laura was screaming at him and then she had pressed the trigger 
missing him by a whisker. 

He had managed to pin her to the floor but she was struggling. 

Suddenly Danny got up from the floor and was pointing a gun at him asking him to get off 
his wife. Filled with anger Danny fired several shots in quick succession at him. 

Antonio covered his eyes as if he was trying to prevent those images flashing in front of his 
mind. 

Moments later he saw himself crumbling to the ground. Laura and Danny left the room 
thinking they had killed him, but he heard someone calling for an ambulance. 

Antonio also remembered dragging himself out of the house through the back door of the 
kitchen, whilst bleeding profusely. He had managed to reach a nearby farm. He remembered feeling 
out of breath and weak. He was unable to stand on his feet any longer, and had fallen to the ground, 
losing consciousness next to a well. 
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A pale-looking Antonio sat back into his chair. All the flash backs he had been having were 
real. Danny and Laura had tried to kill him. Antonio was in deep thought when he heard someone 
talking to him. 

‘Are you all right, sir?’ a voice said. 

It was the librarian, Amelia Dobson who had come to check if he needed any assistance with 


15 


16 


his search. 

He looked up, and nodded. ‘Yes, I’m fine.’ 

Amelia Dobson went away. 

Antonio sat for a while and then finally he got up slowly. He walked out of the library 
making his way back to his room at The Windmill, where he was staying. He had only one thought 
in his mind, “revenge.” # 
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CHAPTER 2 


Islington, London, England. 


Antonio Bellucci was born in Italy. Every one in his family, including himself were 
staunch Roman Catholic. However, since Antonio had left Italy when he was just 20 
years old, he had not seen the inside of a church, and there were certain beliefs that were just 
engraved in his mind as part of the way he had been brought up. 

Two days after he had read on quite a bit about his past life, he decided to go 
back to the library to find out more about himself. He had spent hours in his room 
planning how he was going to take his revenge on the Wilsons. He knew the police 
were most likely still looking for him so he had to make sure that he did not get 
himself arrested before he had achieved personal satisfaction. Sitting in front of the 
computer screen, he typed his name into Google and as he expected there were lots of 
entries—some were related to him and others related to people bearing similar names. 
Antonio was curious to read about Holloway Prison. He knew that until 1903 the 
prison was used to house both men and women. He typed in the name Holloway and 
read a few historical facts about the largest female prison in Europe, which was 
located in urban north London. He read about Kitty Byron and suffragettes like Anne 
Miller Fraser who were held there and more recently, in 1966, the Moors murderess 
Myra Hindley. In 1967, beautiful Welsh temptress Kim Newell was involved in the 
Red Mini Murder and Nazi synagogue arsonist Francoise Dior, in 1993, Sheila 
Bowler, the music teacher wrongly imprisoned for the murder of her elderly aunt, 
was also detained there before being transferred to Bullwood Hall and in 2002, 
Maxine Carr who gave a false alibi for Soham murderer Jan Huntley. Antonio read 
about other notorious inmates including Amie Bartholomew, Emma Last, Rochelle 
Etherington, Ginny Crutcher, Alison Walder, Jayne Richards, the Tinsel Fight 
Murderer, Bella Coll and Chantal McCorkle. 

He was disgusted when he discovered that an inspection from Her Majesty’s 
Chief Inspector of Prisons, in September 2001, claimed that Holloway prison was 
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“failing” many of its inmates. His heart suddenly skipped a beat. This is the prison where 
Laura spent fifteen years. Had she been on the receiving end of it? Antonio suddenly felt as 
though he was going to faint. The walls began to close in on him. He shut his eyes 
and took a deep breath. That’s all over, he told himself. /f only she knew what was coming to 
her! 

Suddenly he heard the fire bell, and he jumped to his feet. It was a mistake; 
someone had inadvertently set the alarm off. How many times had he heard that sound when 
he was in prison? He immediately felt a feeling of anger overpowering him. The terrible 
memories of his days in Brixton... 

Antonio continued to read and was appalled to discover that in March 2002, managers at 
Holloway were transferred to other prisons following an inquiry by the Prison Service. The inquiry 
had followed a number of allegations from prison staff concerning sexual harassment, bullying and 
intimidation. The inquiry supported some of these claims. Subsequent inquiries in June 2003 had 
criticised levels of hygiene, lack of trained staff, and poor safety for inmates. In September 2008 
there were criticisms on the safety levels for inmates, claiming that bullying and theft were "rife" at 
the prison, including high levels of self-harm and poor mental health amongst the inmates. In 2010 
it was found that most prisoners said they felt “unsafe”, and that there were 35 incidents a week of 
self-harm. 

Antonio clicked on other articles about women behind bars describing real life stories at 
Holloway Prison. They ranged from baby killers and suffragettes to Moors murderer and even a 
suspected witch. He noted that Ruth Ellis was the last woman to be hung at Holloway in 1955. He 
was amused to read that the final male inmate was moved out of the Holloway House of 
Corrections, because with the mix of sexes, the prison had become a cesspit of immorality and the 
Victorians feared that it was a breeding ground for the next generation of criminals. 

After reading about the two midwives Amelia Sach and Annie Walters who, 
under the guise of offering a service that allowed unwed women to give up their 
babies for unofficial adoption, promising “skilled nursing during childbirth”, were 
later executed for poisoning up to 20 infants, he logged on to Face Book and read 
some of the threads. There was one particular entry that grabbed his attention. He 
clicked on the header and started to read. He was insanely furious when he 
discovered that Laura had aborted a child whilst she was in prison. The speculations 
were that the baby was not her husband’s. Antonio automatically assumed that it was 
his child. When he read that it was a boy, he was incensed. He had always wanted a 
boy to carry his name. How could that woman murder my child like that? He murmured. 

He banged his fist on the table so hard that the computer screen nearly flew off the station- 
desk he was using. Other people in the library looked at him and someone had attracted the 
attention of the librarian, Amelia Dobson. 

‘Are you all right, sir?’ the blonde looking Amelia asked. She was clearly concerned by 
Antonio’s behaviour. 

Antonio looked at Amelia, and for a moment, she reminded him of Laura. ‘Fuck off you 
bitch!’ he told her as he stood up and walked out of the library, banging the door behind him and 
shattering the glass pane. 
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A little while later two police men arrived at the library. 
‘Hi, I’m Sergeant Cullen,’ he said offering to shake Miss Dobson’s hand. ‘And this is my 
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partner Constable Jones.’ 

‘Hello!’ Constable Jones and Miss Dobson shook hands. 

‘So Miss Dobson, tell us what happened,’ Sergeant Cullen asked holding a noted book in 
one hand and a pencil in the other ready to take her deposition. 

‘This man,’ said Miss Dobson, ‘he was sitting at the station desk in the corner over there 
using the computer and after a moment...’ 

A shaken Miss Dobson began to tell the officer what had happened. 

‘It’s ok Miss Dobson, just take your time,’ Constable Jones said. 

‘...Well, this man banged his fist hard on the station desk.’ 

‘Did he break anything?’ asked Sergeant Cullen. 

“Yes. When he left he banged the door so hard he broke the pane in the door.’ 

Looking at Amelia, Constable Jones asked, ‘Are you okay?’ 

“Yes I am.’ 

‘Do you need a doctor?’ 

‘No...? 

“Are you sure?’ 

“Yes thank you,’ Miss Dobson confirmed. 

They all went near the computer desk that Antonio had been using and the two officers took 
a look at the computer. 

‘Do you know the man, Miss Dobson? Is he a member?’ Constable Jones asked. 

‘No. He is not a registered borrower. This is only the second time I have seen him here.’ 

‘We'll dust for prints in a minute,’ Sergeant Cullen said. ‘Could you describe the man to us, 
please?’ 

Amelia and two other library users gave the police a good description of Antonio. 

‘Don’t worry...we’ll get him.’ Constable Jones reassured them. ‘If he should come here 
again, call us immediately.’ 

After they had completed their questioning and dusted for fingerprints, they left the library. 


38 ok 3k 


Once Antonio had returned to his room, he realised that his behaviour in the 
library could have given the librarian cause to call the police. He knew he could not stay 
in the area for too much long. The quicker he found the Wilsons and eliminated them, the 
quicker he would be able to leave the UK and return to Italy. But first, he had to 
move out of The Windmill as quickly as he could and find himself another hiding place. 
He thought of going back to the farm, feeling sure that Delilah would put him up. After 
all, it was she who had rescued him, removed the bullets from his body, and nursed 
him back to health. And when he was leaving she did say to come back anytime. But 
Antonio did not feel he was going to be as free as he needed to be. He spent almost 
all day thinking through his next steps. 

Islington was a very vibrant area with lots of friendly, family houses and only seven minutes 
from Highbury Station with connections to just about anywhere in London. It was close to Upper 
Street, Highbury Fields, and The Emirates (Arsenal Stadium) and five minutes to Holloways Road 
Station where Laura Wilson owned a model management and scouting company. There were also 
covert areas like Shoreditch, Soho, Clapham, Notting Hill and Camden. Opium was a secret 
cocktail bar in the heart of Chinatown, concealed behind an ordinary little door with rooms to let. It 
would be a perfect hideout. Antonio had a few choices to pick from but he needed to pick wisely 
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because the minute he was caught, his game would be over. The thought of going back to Brixton 
prison without completing his mission caused him to shudder. Suddenly he had a bright idea! # 
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CHAPTER 3 


Islington, London, England 


Desiré was born in Lille, a city in the North of France but when her parents divorced, 
she and her elder sister Florence had moved to Paris with their father at the age of six. She 
was fairly well educated, but had the knack for getting herself in over her head as a 
child. Her uncle Robert used to call her princess, which got her interested in 
modelling. 

When she was eighteen, she came to England, started a career in modelling, 
and spent many wonderful hours with her friend Laura Wilson. Soon after, she met 
and married Peter Emery, an antique art dealer. Since then she had become a kept 
woman with plenty of time on her hands. Some would say too much time for her own 
good. 

Now in her thirties, she was still as wild as ever. She had never liked being 
called “Des”, her given name — and was first to correct someone who calls her it, 
except for her parents. In her purse, she carried a locket with the name “Paul” 
engraved in styled calligraphy on its back and inside it housed his picture. Paul 
Blanchard was her first boyfriend. 

Housewife Desiré, felt sexually unfulfilled. Every time her husband went away 
on business, offered her services as a playgirl at Mrs Frazier’s discreet brothel. 
Occasionally she would bring her clients home. 

One day, she was in the lounge when her eyes fell upon a young man outside 
cleaning the swimming pool. As it was quite a sunny day he did not have any shirt 
on. Desiré could not help admire his muscles. He would have been described as a 
handsome man with a pleasant physique. Some woman would certainly have found 
him attractive. Raving Desiré was no exception. Since her husband was constantly away 
on business, he had very little time to attend to the pool. Come to think of it, he had 
little time to attend to his wife! 

Desiré opened the patio door and signalled to the man to come forward. He 
instantly dropped what he was doing and came to see what she wanted. 
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‘Sorry, ma’am,’ he said to Desiré. ‘Your husband told me to sort out the pool. I 
did not want to disturb you.’ He was, of course, lying—although he knew of Peter 
Emery and had seen him around, and knew of him, they had never met. 

She eyed the attractive man speculatively. ‘My husband isn’t doing all the jobs he should be 
doing. Do you know what I mean?’ 

The man knew exactly what she meant. ‘Oh! I didn’t know that ma’am.’ 

‘What’s your name?’ 

‘Bellucci, ma’am...Antonio Bellucci.’ 

‘Have we met before, Antonio?’ 

‘T don’t think so.’ 

‘Hmm!’ Desiré could have sworn that she recognised the name. ‘Well, Antonio, I think 
you and I are going to become very good friends.’ 

‘But I have to finish unblocking the drain in the pool,’ Antonio said. 

‘T have a different kind of drain for you to unblock.’ 

‘I beg your pardon, ma’am.” Antonio grinned. 

Peter Emery was a very powerful man and Antonio had no intention of getting 
involved with his wife and creating problems for himself. What he wanted was to use 
Desiré to get to Laura Wilson. He was not sure exactly how, but he knew without 
question that one way or another Desiré would be able to lead him to her. He had 
wanted Laura for himself from the very first time he had laid eyes on her. But Laura 
had used him and together with her husband she had wanted him dead. As far as 
Laura and Danny were concerned Antonio was dead for they had killed him by 


driving six bullets into his body. Now Antonio wanted revenge. 

Desiré asked Antonio to come in and he walked into the lounge. She was wearing a thin 
nightgown that unfortunately concealed very little. 

‘What can I do for you, ma’am?’ 

‘My bedside lamp doesn’t seem to be working.’ 

‘Oh,’ replied Antonio. He walked over to the lamp. He leaned forward to examine it. 
There’s no bulb, and he felt Desiré’s body pressing against his back and her hands groping him. 

‘Mrs Emery...!’ Antonio pretended to be surprised. 

She pushed him onto the bed, threw herself on him and started to devour his lips. Antonio 
had no control over what was happening. In a matter of minutes his clothes were off and she was 
sitting on his stiff manhood and screaming with joy as he pushed into her. ‘That’s it! Yes, yes, give 
me more. My God, it’s so big!’ He pushed deeper and deeper, his manhood stroking her G-spot. 
She bit her lips, whimpering. The stimulation was too much to bear. Trembling and panting, she 
closed her eyes; she drew a deep breath and held it, gave a final gasp and shuddered. ‘Oh, you are 
so good.’ 

Tears leaked down her face. Unable to suppress a sob, she buried her face against his chest. 

Antonio lay there spent and panicky. Jf her husband ever finds out, I am dead! He 
thought. 

Desiré could see the expression on his face. 

‘Hey.’ She cradled his face. ‘Are you okay?’ 

‘Yeah.’ But he wasn’t. 

Desiré could see he was not okay. She giggled, ‘Don’t worry Antonio; this /it#le 
affair is just between us. All right sweetheart?’ 
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For the next few weeks, the little affair, as Desiré described it, continued. 

One morning she woke up to see the sunlight was peeping through the cream 
wooden blinds and Antonio was beside her. He was in deep thought. His blue eyes 
were full of mystery. 

‘Good morning,’ she mumbled, suddenly self-conscious as she remembered 
what they had been doing for the past few weeks. Never in her entire life had she 
done anything like it before, and she felt anxious about how it would all turn out in the 
end. 

‘Hi,’ Antonio grinned. He turned and gave her a lingering kiss. As much as she 
wanted to lie with him for ever, she pulled away before either of them responded to 
the call of their bodies. Reluctantly she realised that she needed to approach Peter 
before she got in too deep with Antonio. 

When Antonio left, Desiré reflected over the past weeks, during which she had 
seen him almost every night. They had talked, laughed, made love over and over and 
she still couldn’t get enough of him. He was under her skin, filling her mind and 
overflowing into every aspect of her life. There was barely a day that passed her by, 
when she didn’t picture his face. Even when she slept, all she dreamt of was Antonio. 

Needing to do some shopping, she took herself to the Mall. After she had filled 
her trolley with all sorts of goodies she walked towards the check out when she 
bumped into her old friend, Sylvie. 

‘Hi,’ Sylvie waved her hand in front of Desiré’s face. 

‘Um? Oh, I’m sorry.’ Desiré realised she had sunk into a daydream. 

‘Well, damn,’ said Sylvie, looking envious. ‘If that’s not love, I’ve never seen it, and she 
started to chat away. 

Desiré stopped listening as she thought about the envy on Sylvie’s face. She 
knew the expression all too well. She had worn it herself many times as she had 
looked at couples holding hands in public, looking into each other’s eyes, and 
smiling. 

She went through the checkout said goodbye to Sylvie and got out of the shop. As she 
walked to her car she couldn’t help but review her life with Peter. She thought back to each lie she 
had told him when he had come home and wondered where she was. Every time he seemed to have 
believed the excuses she had given him without complaining, and he had made no effort of keeping 
on top of her movements. 

Over the years she had become good at telling lies to Peter, and part of it had scared her. 
The other part of her, however, was proud, and excited to have such ability to get away with it. She 
enjoyed the secret visits she made to Mrs Frazier’s brothel to keep her marriage together, but it was 
never as good as the intimacy she was enjoying with Antonio. The longer it went on, the more 
addicted she became to it. 

Desiré was dressed in a loose cotton dress, perfect for the humid weather that was winding 
its way through the town. She had tied her hair back in an elegant but casual French knot. She was 
practically dancing her way to her car on level 5 of the multi-storey car park. 

She got into the lift with her trolley and pressed the button for level 5. She was standing next 
to a gentleman. His tall, athletic body was leaning against the side panel of the lift. For a moment, 
her eyes played tricks on her as the man looked like Antonio. Immediately her heart started beating 
faster, her lips automatically stretching into a smile. 

‘Hi, babe,’ she greeted him, giving him a long, lingering kiss. 


‘Mmm, you taste like strawberries and cream,’ the gentleman said. 

Desiré looked at him and realised he was not Antonio and she apologized, feeling silly. 

‘Oh, no need to apologise. The pleasure was all mine,’ the gentleman said with a smirk on 
his face. 

Desiré hid her blushes and couldn’t wait to get out of the lift. 
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Although Antonio did not particularly enjoy making love to Desiré, he found it difficult to 
avoid her and could not think of any excuse to stop him from going to bed with her. What made it 
worse was that Desiré Emery was falling madly in love with him. 

Antonio needed to keep her sweet as she formed an important part of his devious plan. 

Over the weeks they had been together, Antonio showed Desiré many amazing spots in and 
around the city and ate at amazing little restaurants, tasting some of the best food available. She was 
blown away by his charming manners. 

As they entered her 4x4 BMW, she handed Antonio the keys for him to drive, whilst she 
leaned back in the passenger seat, intrigued as ever with studying his profile as he drove. She 
couldn’t wrap her head around why she had not met someone so handsome and exciting before she 
had married Peter. But this was not the time for her to dwell on her mistake. This was her moment 
and she intended to enjoy it to the full. 

They reached a restaurant, a little place tucked into a side street, with small, 
cosy tables and tranquil music playing. As they sat down waiting for someone to take 
their orders, Desiré looked at him and wondered what it would be like to wake up 
next to him every day for the rest of her life. He’d been to so many places and had 
tried so many new things and he was so knowledgeable. 

The waiter came with a pad, holding a pencil in his hand. He was ready to take their orders, 
and Desiré was starving but she was not sure what to have. She looked at the waiter and said, ‘I'll 
have what he is having.’ 

‘Are you sure?’ Antonio said. 

‘Quite sure!’ replied Desiré. 

After they had eaten, they drove back to Desiré’s place and they went to bed. Antonio 
lowered the top of her nightdress and began to suck gently at her engorged breast. Nipping at the 
erect nipple, his hot, rough tongue licked the delicate flesh sending waves of pleasure coursing 
through her. 

Antonio impatiently tugged her panties aside and rubbed her hard with his thumb. Desiré 
jerked and squirmed as she experienced intense pleasure. His lips came up to capture hers. Desiré 
felt so good, she wanted more. Her climax was building into a tense pressure in her stomach and 
then she came violently, her entire body shuddering with the power of her release as Antonio 
pleasured her. It was unbelievable eroticism. She snuggled into his arms, feeling complete and 
exhausted. She wanted to lie next to him forever. 

‘Antonio,’ said Desiré, ‘you and I are going to run away together.’ 

‘T like it here,’ Antonio objected. 

“We will choose somewhere better.’ She ran her fingers through his hair. “You and I are 
going to make babies...loads of them. I'll divorce Peter and we’ll get married.’ 

Antonio felt a sudden sense of panic. “Desiré, I...I have no job and no money. I...’ 

She kissed him everywhere. ‘That’s no problem. My husband has plenty and half of it is 
mine, my sweet.’ 

‘Ts that so?’ 
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She got out of bed, went to her dresser, picked up her jewellery box and opened it. She 
pulled out a handful of necklaces and rings. 

“You see, these are real Diamonds, Sapphires and Rubies.’ 

Antonio’s heart began to beat faster. ‘Yes, I...I can see that.” He watched her returned to the 
bed. 

‘Open your hands.’ 

Antonio hesitated for a moment. He opened his hands, cupping them together and Desiré 
emptied her hands into his. 

‘They’re yours. Flog them!’ said Desiré. 

Antonio swallowed. 

‘Well,’ Desiré said happily. ‘Now you have money...and, more to come.’ 

He sighed. ‘It’s not right.’ 

“Why not?’ 

“Your husband gave them to you, because he loves you.’ 

‘No he doesn’t. I’m just his trophy.’ 

Antonio could not believe what he was hearing. 

‘I... really don’t know what to say.’ 

‘It’s for us, darling. For our future together...Just you and me! ...and may be a couple of 
little ones...later on!’ Desiré smiled. 

Antonio got out of the bed, thinking hard. ‘Desiré could you give me some time to think 
about this?’ 

‘Of course, I'll give you two weeks. Will that be enough time, darling?’ 

‘He nodded hesitantly. ‘Hmm, hmm...!’ 
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Antonio did not see all the jewellery Desiré Emery had given him as a gift, but 
as a loan. As soon as he got rid of the Wilsons: Laura, Danny, and Jonathan too, he 
planned to find a job, buy back the jewels so that he could return them to Desiré and 
then disappear for good. « 


CHAPTER 4 


Paris, France 


‘Now for Lot 23,’ the tall serious looking auctioneer said. ‘This is a beautiful painting 
of the Woman with a Parasol- Madame Monet and her son mastered by the founder of the 
French impressionist painting, Claude Monet. It is oil on canvas and painted 
outdoors in 1875. Who will start the bidding? Shall we say €10 million...anyone for 
€10 million?’ 

He looked round the room and could see no bidders. ‘How about €8 million...?’ the 
auctioneer asked. 

He saw a man wearing an eye-patch lifting his hand up. 

‘Thank you sir...I have €8 million, who would give me nine?’ 

A man in a bowler-hat lifted a leaflet he was holding in his right-hand. 

‘€9 million from the gentleman at the back...thank you sir...’ 

The auctioneer looked at the eye-patch man and said, ‘over to you sir...do I get 
ten?’ 

The eye-patch man nodded. 

Suddenly there was a loud voice in the room. ‘€20 million.’ It came from a woman. 

The Auctioneer looked in her direction and repeated, ‘€20 million from the 
beautiful lady in the fine fluffy shrug. 

‘€21 million,’ the eve-patch man shouted in an attempt to outbid the lady. 

There was a gasping noise from the spectators in the room. 

The auctioneer had a broad smile on his face. To keep the bidding going he shouted, ‘who 
will give me twenty-two?’ 

‘€22 million,’ the man in the bowler-hat uttered. 

‘Can any one do better? Say €23 million.’ 

There was silence in the room. The temperature of the room had risen. It was as if someone 
had turned up the thermostat controlling the central heating. 

‘Okay. Twenty-two once... Twenty-two twice...’ 

The auctioneer raised his gavel and suddenly he heard a voice shouting. It was 
coming from the lady in the fine fluffy shrug. 

‘€32 million,’ she said. 

She was determined to pay over the odds for it. Every one in the room was wondering who 
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she was. 

‘The bid now stands at thirty-two-million Euros, do I hear €33 million...?’ 

Once again, there was total silence. 

‘Okay, €32 million once...€32 million twice...’ the auctioneer’s gavel hit the 
plate on his table as he said, ‘sold to the lady in the fine fluffy shrug for thirty-two- 
million Euros.’ 

Every art expert in the room and elsewhere thought that the lady had paid way 
over the top for that Monet’s painting. Who was she? Why did she want that painting so 
badly? 
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Peter Emery who had been following the auction with great interest decided to approach 
the lady who’d bought the painting. 

‘Congratulations, ma’am,’ said Peter. 

“Thank you,’ she replied with a smile as she studied Peter. ‘You are...?’ 

‘Peter...Peter Emery.’ 

‘Yes, yes, ve heard of you.’ 

Listening to his accent she knew immediately he was French. ‘I’m Marie-France Tienée.’ 

Marie-France Tienée was born in Dalat, French Indochina, where her father 
was serving as the colonial governor of French Indochina. Her younger brother, 
Gilles Tienée, was a mathematician and a member of the French Academy of 
Sciences. Her sister, Evelyne, was the first wife of Bernard Kouchner, a French 
politician and the co-founder of Médecins Sans Frontieres. The family moved to Paris 
when Marie-France was twelve years old. 

‘T would like to talk to you...I’1l send my driver to pick you up,’ said Marie-France. 

Peter was gobsmacked. 

‘Shall we say tomorrow...7.00 P.M.?’ 

Peter nodded. 

Marie-France was a classy woman in her forties. She’d looked gorgeous in the 
fine fluffy black shrug, beaded waist maxi red dress and matching gold coloured shoes she was 
wearing. The outfit was created by the one and only David Emanuel. It truly flattered 
her body shape and curve. The fabric was sheer winter sophistication. Around her 
neck was an exquisite Sasanami chain, crafted in Indian gold with delicate links that 
reflect and caught the light. It really suited her beautiful skin and age. 
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The following day when Peter Emery got out of the apartment he was renting, there was a 
long black limousine waiting at the curb. Marie-France Tienée was in the backseat. She beckoned 
Peter to come to the car. ‘Get in’. 

Peter Emery’s heart began to pound. He got into the limousine. Marie-France told the driver 
to drive around the block. 

Marie-France turned to Peter Emery. “You look just as I imagined you to look.’ 

‘Oh...! 

“Why didn’t you bid on that painting?’ 

‘T couldn’t. You pushed the price too high!’ 
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Marie-France laughed. ‘That’s chicken feed. But I guess for a...Okay, forget it. You’re cute 
and I like you.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 

‘How would you like to make loads of money?’ 

“Who wouldn’t...but what would I have to do?’ 

‘I want you to come and see me on Monday. Youand I are going to work together.’ 

Marie-France asked the driver to stop the car. Peter got down. As he walked 
back to his apartment, he felt intrigued. He was doing very well in his line of work but 
if Marie-France could help him better himself, then why not give it a go, he thought. 
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A week later, Peter Emery was working with Marie-France Tienée as a junior 
partner. Marie-France was an attractive brunette with brown eyes and who had a 
habit of carrying two guns. As a notorious madam, she owned a whorehouse in the 
centre of Paris and operated under police protection. To help keep things safe at her 
brothel, she had a system where she’d shine a flashlight out of a window to signal for 
help should some John get out of hand. Her establishment also served as a hideout for 
other illegal activities such as gambling and basically anything in which there was 
money to be made. At one stage, she was the girlfriend of a mobster who she gunned 
down for cheating on her. Initially she was pursing a career in acting but when she 
failed to make it as an actress, she turned her attention to prostitution and other illegal 
activities. Drug trafficking was an area she wanted to get into and Peter was the man 
to help her make it an integral part of her organisation. 

Peter quickly learnt everything he could about heroin as it was fast becoming 
the king of narcotics. Marijuana and cocaine were okay but heroin created a state of 
complete euphoria, with no pain, no problems, and no cares. Those hooked on heroin 
were willing to sell their soul, as heroin became their master. 

Marie-France had contacts in Afghanistan, a leading grower of the poppy from which heroin 
is derived. 

Quite quickly, heroin became an obsession with Peter making him more than willing to get 
involved. 

‘I want to go to Afghanistan to look things over. Can you set it up for me Miss Tienée?’ 

‘Marie-France hesitated. ‘The Afghans are not like us. They have no sense of right or 
wrong. They are pigs. If they don’t trust you, you’re history.’ 

‘Don’t worry. I'll be careful.’ 

‘Okay. [Il send word.’ 

Several phone calls were made and coded emails were exchanged. Marie-France was 
pleased that her new partner was taking his role seriously. She began to feel that her decision to 
pick him as a partner was the right one. But she did not want to get too carried away because she 
had had other partners before and they had all been despatched when they have failed to deliver on 
their promises. 4s a woman she was admired and loved for her beauty, as a boss, her presence in 
meetings exuded confidence which commanded respect from those around her. Because she did not 
suffer fools lightly she was feared like a tigress out to get your blood. « 


CHAPTER 5 


Kabul, Afghanistan 


Peter Emery arrived on a farm in Kabul, Afghanistan, and he was met by a white- 
coated scientist, Akbar Wallid. Initially, he was treated with deep suspicion, as he 
was a Stranger and strangers were not usually welcomed. After a few phone calls, 
Peter was allowed to watch the opium being harvested. How can you get heroin from a 
flower? Peter Emery wondered. 

The scientist Akbar Wallid was only too happy to explain. ‘Poppies flourish in 
dry, warm climates on irrigated or rain-fed plots of land. They have higher drought- 
resistant qualities than most crops, particularly wheat,’ he said. ‘The planting cycle is 
six to seven months and is very labour-intensive at certain periods. As the poppy 
establishes itself much weeding is required, and labour is again needed during the 
harvest period. Approximately three months after the poppy seeds are planted, 
brightly-coloured flowers bloom at the tips of greenish, tubular stems. Normally in 
Afghanistan, these flowers are white and purple, but can also be red. As the petals fall 
away, they expose a spherical or oval-shaped seed capsule. Inside the pod is an 
opaque, milky sap. This sap is opium in its natural form.’ 

Peter was getting bored, as he already knew this from the reading he had been doing. 
Despite showing some signs of impatience he kept listening. 

Akbar looked at Peter, noticed his impatience but said nothing. He took a deep breath and 
continued with his explanation. ‘When the poppy is ready for harvest, in the final weeks of its cycle, 
the sap is extracted by slitting the capsule vertically in parallel strokes with a special tool fitted with 
small blades. As the sap oozes out, it turns darker and thicker as it is exposed to the sun, forming a 
brownish-black gum. The farmer collects the gum with a home-made scraping implement, and 
normally wraps the subsequent balls, or lumps of opium in plastic.’ 

‘Are you still with me?’ Akbar asked Peter. 

‘Yes. Please continue.’ 

‘Now comes the interesting part. The opium enters the black market...’ 

Peter interrupted Akbar and completed his sentence for him, ‘...then a merchant or broker 
buys the packages.’ 

‘Correct...Err... would you like me to continue?’ 

“Yes, please.’ 
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‘The packages are transported to a morphine “refinery” where the opium is mixed with lime 
in boiling water. A white band of morphine forms on the surface, whilst a precipitate of organic 
waste sinks to the bottom. The morphine is drawn off, reheated with ammonia, filtered and boiled 
again until it is reduced to a brown paste. Poured into moulds and dried in the sun, it is now 
morphine base. Morphine base can be smoked in a pipe or is ready for further processing into 
heroin. 

‘This is morphine. But how do we get heroin? This is what I want to know.’ 

‘Patience my dear fellow,’ Akbar felt slightly irate. ‘Heroin (diacetylmorphine) is now 
synthesized by boiling morphine and a common chemical, acetic anhydride, for some hours.’ 

‘Got you!’ 

The modern technique, of course, entails a complicated series of steps in a well-organised 
“laboratory”. The final product is a fluffy, white powder known in the trade as 'number four heroin’. 

The next day, Peter was invited to a “laboratory” in the hills. When the poppies had been 
picked, he watched the sticky white gum transform from morphine base into heroin. 

‘So that’s it, huh?’ Peter looked chuffed. 

Akbar Wallid shook his head. ‘No, my friend, making the heroin is the easiest part. The trick 
is to transport it without being caught.’ 

Peter Emery felt energized. For years he had been dealing with art, now he was 
going to show the world the art of drug trafficking. 

‘How do you people move this stuff?’ Peter asked Akbar. 

‘Truck, bus, train, lorry, car, mule, camel...’ he said. ‘We, however, use mules to smuggle 
our heroin. We put the heroin in bags and strap the bags to their backs. When we use camels we 
wrap the heroin in rubber bags then implant them inside the camels.’ 

‘What route do you use?’ 

‘It depends. Sometimes the heroin is routed to Iran across Khorasan or Baluchestan via 
Sistan provinces. Sometimes the drugs go from Afghan to Turkey mostly through the provinces of 
Igdir, Agri, Van and Hakkari then to the main consumer market, Europe. Other times, the heroin 
gets to Pakistan then to India through the Punjab, Rajasthan and Gujarat. The districts of Jaisalmer 
and Barmer in Rajasthan are among the favourite crossing points for our traffickers’. 

“Thank you for answering my questions,’ said Peter, looking very happy. 
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Peter Emery was fired up. After three days in Afghanistan he felt he had overcome the 
worst. The people he was dealing with had begun to warm to him, which was a great boost to his 
confidence. He had insisted that he went along with the next shipment. The following evening he 
met with the number one smuggler, Khalid Abdullah, who was a huge stern looking bandit with lots 
of confidence in his ability. 

‘T hear you’ ll be travelling with us?’ Khalid Abdullah said. 

‘Yes,’ Peter replied. 

“You'll be facing many dangers.’ 

‘T understand that.’ 

‘But are you ready and skilful enough?’ 

Peter grinned. ‘I believe so.’ 

Peter and Khalid were met in the middle of the night by a group of farmers 
with their mules loaded with sacks of opium strapped to their backs. There were 
twelve mules altogether. The farmers were armed with rifles so that they could protect 
themselves and the opium during their transaction with Khalid. The terrain they 
travelled was good and was not easy for Interpol and police to find them. The mules 
had moved slowly through the desolate mountains and were exhausted. 
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After the transaction between Khalid and the farmers had taken place, Khalid allowed the 
mules to rest for a while during which time a woman dressed like a nun, leading a horse carrying a 
sack of flour came to join them. A long rope, about hundred metres in length, was tied to the saddle 
and it trailed behind the horse, but it never touched the ground. The other end of the rope was held 
by Khalid’s twelve hired runners. They held the rope line with one hand and clutched a rifle with 
the other. The woman on her horse led the way. If the rope touched the ground, it was a signal to 
Khalid and the runners that there were gendarmes up ahead. If the woman was taken in for 
questioning, then the smugglers would safely move on ahead across the border. 

Once they had reached their rendezvous point at the Afghanistan-Pakistani border, they 
were greeted by Pakistani smugglers. Peter Emery watched as the bags of opium were weighed, 
piled, tied, and secured to the backs of Pakistani donkeys. The mission was completed. 

To the peasants who grew the raw opium it is a way of earning a living, but by 
the time the opium was processed and sold on the streets in Europe and elsewhere, it 
was like gold dust and worth a fortune. And this is why Peter Emery became partner 
with Marie-France Tienée—he wanted to make a fortune. 


The journey with Khalid, Peter Emery thought, was fascinating but more importantly, it 
was trouble-free, boosting his confidence. It was like the scientist Akbar Wallid had told him: The 
trick is not to get caught. # 


CHAPTER 6 


Islington, London, England. 


Wilson& Wilson was without question the most successful model management and 
scouting company in Islington, London, that specialized in the scouting and placement of 
models with the most legitimate and prestigious model agencies worldwide. After 
Laura Wilson came out of prison she decided to follow in her mum’s footsteps and 
open it. It was her way of being close to modelling without modelling herself. With 
her vast experience in modelling, she was perfect in ensuring that her company topped 
the charts. With her husband’s financial and moral backing she was also able to get 
the right kind of support to make her business flourish. 

Promoting oneself and finding a legitimate modelling agency can be a daunting task, she 
thought. How do you know who you can trust? What are the best markets for your 
particular look? Where are the best agencies? Why do you even need a modelling 
agency? These were questions that new models often asked when they were first 


starting out. Wilson & Wilson helped new models answer these questions and make their way to 
successful modelling careers. 

When Laura Wilson was working as a model, besides being a beauty pageant, she was 
always on demand and she had the same aspiration for everyone she recruited. She knew which 
agencies were best suited for the particular look and level of modelling experience of her recruits. 
In addition, she knew which were the best, safest and most trusted modelling agencies in London, 
New York, Los Angeles, Paris, Milan, Germany, Tokyo, Singapore, Hong Kong, Taipei and more. 

Whether they were new to the industry or an experienced model that needed 
assistance with career management, contract negotiations, building their portfolio and 
other professional modelling services, Wilson & Wilson were there to help. 

Together with her photographer Nicholas Freeman, Laura Wilson gave her recruits the 
exposure they needed. Her years of experience and connections to the top agencies gave her recruits 
the advantage over others. 


I was truly amazed by Wilson & Wilson Model Agency and their professionalism, 
friendliness and guidance. JURIS .J., New York. 


Living in Russia we didn’t have many options. We are so glad we found Wilson & Wilson 
modelling agency! They got our daughter signed to agencies in New York, Singapore and Sweden 
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with more in the pipeline!! Wilson & Wilson M.A. are fantastic! MARIA. K., Sweden 
Working with the Wilson & Wilson M.A. is like working with a family. JANINE. M., Milan. 


Wilson & Wilson M.A. are dedicated professionals committed to helping models succeed. 
Their knowledge of the industry and worldwide network of top agencies is unlike any other. JADE. 
C., Singapore. 


Before I sent my photos to Wilson & Wilson M.A., I tried sending them to agencies myself 
and didn't even receive one response from an agency. I decided to give Wilson & Wilson M.A. a try 
and now I am working in New York and have been working every day. Wilson & Wilson M.A. had 
the connections and experience to get me signed to a top agency right away. All new models should 
try Wilson & Wilson M.A. CELINE C., Paris. 


Laura smiled to herself as she recalled the faces of all the potential clients who 
came to see her during her catwalks in Blackpool more than twenty years ago, 
modelling her mother’s collection. Those were the days, she thought. If her mother could 
make a successful model out of her...then there was no reason why she could not make the 
people she recruited just as successful. 


However, unknown to her, there was one man who was determined to spoil things for her 
and possibly put her life at risk. 

On the morning of Monday 13" July, Laura was just opening the door to her modelling 
agency when a group of reporters blocked her path. 

‘Mrs Wilson, what is it like to be back in the modelling world?’ 

‘Is it true you have a new collection of nightwear...?’ 

“When can we see that collection...?’ 

‘Has prison...?’ 

‘Gentlemen please. I’m afraid I have to answer a call of nature. I’ll be happy to answer your 
questions later.’ 

She hurried inside and went straight upstairs to the studio. 

As she opened the door she found the room was pitch black. She stretched her arm and 
pressed the light switch fixed to the wall: DAMN, THE BULB IS GONE. 

As she was about to close the door, she heard a cough. Thinking it was her photographer she 
shouted: 

‘Nicholas, is that you?’ 

When she received no answer she began to feel frightened. She felt a shiver 
running down her spine. Who could it be? she wondered. As she was about to yell for 
help, she heard someone entering the front door. It was Nicholas Freeman turning up 
for work. She ran down stairs as fast as she could and hugged Nicholas. She was 
trembling. 

“What’s up Laura,’ asked Nicholas. 

For a moment she could not speak. Her pulse was racing. Her breathing was rapid. 

‘Laura calm down!’ 

Being in Nicholas’s arms made her feel safe, and she began to compose herself. 

“There is someone in the studio, I heard a cough...’ 

Before she could finish what she was saying, Nicholas rushed upstairs, switched on the light 
and found no one. 

‘There’s no one here Laura... Whoever was here has fled,’ said Nicholas. 
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When Laura got upstairs she was surprised to see there was light in the studio. 

‘The light.’ 

“What about it?’ 

‘T pressed the light switch earlier on and there was no light.’ 

‘Maybe you didn’t press it properly. I have had problems with it lately,’ said Nicholas. 

‘What about the cough?’ asked Laura. 

‘Are you sure it came from this room?’ 

*YiGSu 

‘Could it have come from the street outside? After all one of the windows facing the road is 
slightly ajar. I must have forgotten to close it when I went last night,’ Nicholas revealed. 

‘I am sure it came from inside the studio.’ Laura was sure of that. ‘And that cough, I have 
heard it somewhere before.’ 

‘And the cough came from a man?’ 

‘Yes, I tell you.’ 

Well, whoever was inside is not here now. Nicholas opened both of the cabinets inside of 
the studio to make sure that no one was hiding inside. 

‘I guess we’ll never know,’ Nicholas concluded. 


‘There is only one person I know who coughs like that,’ Laura soliloquized. 
‘But it can’t be him because...Oh, this is just crazy.’ 

Laura had been working very hard lately and she had had very little sleep. 
Maybe I imagined the whole thing, she thought. 2 
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CHAPTER 7 


Ashford, Kent, England 


After having killed Antonio, as the Wilsons thought, Laura did not want to live in the house in 
Islington she loved so much. There were too many bad memories. She wanted to start afresh 
somewhere else. They moved in her mother’s apartment for a brief period of time. After Danny had 
renovated the palatial house in Ashford his parents were living in—a lovely residential section of 
the county of Kent—they established themselves in it. It was huge and spacious, secluded and 
peaceful, and the lake running next to it added a nice touch to the tranquillity of the area. Laura 
particularly liked the spacious garden with its green lawn and rose-bushes dotted around. The house 
was equipped with the latest alarm system and there were surveillance cameras giving a clear view 
of the garden surrounding the house. 

Nancy Fuller, their first maid and nanny, came back to work for them. She had served the 
Wilsons well in the past and now that her husband was dead, she was very happy to be able to 
dedicate her remaining days working for the Wilsons. The Wilsons had erected a one-bedroom flat 
close to the house especially for her and had furnished it to her taste. It was their way of saying 
thank you to her for her years of loyalty. Nancy stayed in the flat rent free. Once a month she would 
go to Wales and visit her sister. She took care of all the cleaning inside the house and prepared the 
meals for the Wilsons, except for the days when Laura chose to cook. 

There were also two gardeners employed to attend to the garden. They worked three days a 
week, Monday to Friday. On one of the five days they worked together. 

All in all, Laura Wilson had excellent reason to be pleased with her life. There was only one 
cloud on the horizon. His name was Antonio Bellucci, with whom Laura had once had a brief affair. 
After Laura was released from prison, Antonio, who was also in prison, had escaped and tried to get 
Laura to elope with him to Italy. Unwilling to do so and desperately wanting to get rid of Antonio, 
Laura and her husband ended up putting six bullets in him. As far as they were aware he was dead 
and he was history. 

When Laura was serving her fifteen-year prison sentence, she spent her time hating Antonio 
Bellucci. 

‘Bellucci almost ruined my life. The man’s a maniac...’ 


‘He got me pregnant...forcing me to kill the baby...’ 

‘He killed my au-pair, Alona Ekberg...poor innocent girl.’ 

Now that he is dead, he will not be able to bother anyone any more. The world 
does not need a man like Antonio, she told herself. If only she knew otherwise! 


38 2K ok 


Danny was comfortably settled in his favourite armchair, with the TV set on and a whisky in 
his hand. In the dining room Laura and Jonathan were at the dinner table and Nancy was serving 
what looked like Rabbit stew. 

‘This is delicious,’ Laura said. 

‘Thank you, I’m glad you like it.’ 

“You are a very good cook,’ Jonathan said. 

It was refreshing to see Laura and Jonathan getting on so well, Danny thought. 

‘How are you doing at the firm?’ Laura asked. 

‘It’s good. The people in this law firm are great to work with.’ 

“That’s good.’ 

‘The head person is quite tight.’ 

‘I believe you are quite capable of handling him.’ 

‘It’s a she actually.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

‘She’s called Mrs Booth.’ 

‘Not Cherie Booth! ’ Laura laughed. 

‘No mum, not Tony Blair’s wife!’ 

There was a moment of silence. 

‘Er... There’s also a girl, who is very pretty and I think she likes me.’ 

‘Do you like her, Jonathan?’ 

“Yeah, she is fabulous.’ 

“What’s her name?’ 

“Michaela.” 

‘Nice name. What does she do?’ 

‘She is a TV presenter... You may have seen her.’ 

‘She is not the girl who is on the Saturday morning TV show?’ 

‘Ah! Ha! She is.’ 

“Wow! You do know how to pick them.’ 

After a pause, ‘we have been spending quite a lot of time together lately. She is 
everything I could want in a girl and...erhm she...she is...I’m sure you would like 
her mum...’ Jonathan spoke of her like she was the best thing since sliced bread. 

My son is in love, Laura thought, with an unexpected joy. 

After they had finished eating, Jonathan went to his room and Laura went into the lounge to 
join Danny. 
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Danny had gone to work and Jonathan went to visit his friends. Because it was 
Christmas Eve, Ashford was in the full swing of the holiday season. The streets in the 
beautiful town were decorated with Christmas lights and wreaths of holly, and on 
almost every corner, Santa Claus or one of his elves stood, tolling their bells for 
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coins. The pavements were crowded with last minute shoppers fearless of the icy winds. 
It was time to complete her own shopping, Laura thought. She thought about the 
people for whom she still had to buy gifts: Her husband, Jonathan, and, of course, her 
friend Desiré. Laura jumped in a taxi and headed for Ashford’s largest department 
stores. The place was jammed with people celebrating the Christmas spirit by rudely 
elbowing other shoppers out of the way. 
When Laura finished shopping, she headed back to her house to drop off her 


gifts. The house was on Ploughman’s Way. Laura put the gifts on her bed and was about to 
start wrapping them, when the phone rang. Laura picked up the receiver. 

‘Hello.’ 

There was no response from the person on the other end of the line. Laura knew there was 
someone there as she could hear the breathing coming through to the receiver. She felt a chill 
running through her entire body. 

‘Hello, is anyone there?’ Laura asked, with a tremor in her voice. 

The phone suddenly went dead. 

Laura held the receiver in her hand for a while wondering who the caller was. 
Determined not to let the mystery phone call bother her, she shook her head and hung 
up. No sooner she had done so, the phone rang again. Laura picked up the receiver 
again.. 

“What do you want?’ Laura said, sounding angry believing it was the same person calling 
again. 

‘Laura, darling, it’s me, what’s up?’ 

Laura felt like a fool when she heard Danny’s voice. ‘Oh! Hello dear,’ she replied. 

“What was that all about?’ Danny asked curiously. 

“Well, just before you called I had someone on the line...’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘That’s it, I don’t know...he said nothing...but I knew there was someone there because I 
could hear him breathing,’ said Laura, sounding scared. 

‘Keep your door locked and open it to no one, do you hear?’ a concerned Danny said. 

‘I think I’m just being silly.’ However, Laura did not think she was worrying for nothing, 
but only said this to calm Danny down. ‘I’ve just come in from town.’ Laura revealed. ‘Why did 
you call?’ 

‘Just to say that I love you,’ and Danny added, ‘I'll be home in twenty minutes.’ The line 
went dead. 

Laura sighed and felt slightly better that Danny would soon be home. 

Two months had passed since Laura and her husband had moved into their new house in 
Ashford. As Christmas is a time for celebration Laura was looking forward to it. 

Whilst Laura was wrapping the presents, she heard someone opening the front door. 
Thinking it was her husband, Laura shouted. 

‘Is that you darling?’ 

‘It’s me mum!’ Jonathan answered. 

‘Oh good! Be a good son and put the Christmas tree up for me please?’ 

Jonathan happily erected the Christmas tree in the lounge. As he was putting the lights 
around it, Laura came down and helped him with the final touches. She placed all of the presents 
she had bought underneath the tree. Jonathan added a few more that he had bought and carefully 
fixed the Christmas cards they had written for each other. By the time they had completed all the 
decorations, they were exhausted. They sat down and enjoyed a cup of cocoa together. 

On his way home, Danny had the strangest feeling that he was being followed. He looked in 
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his rear view mirror and kept his eyes on a car that seemed to be following his every turn. Danny 
saw a bend approaching so he suddenly put his foot down, sped round the bend and turned in to the 
next side road and parked his car. When the car he thought had been following him had passed, he 
turned round and drove home. 

When Danny got in he saw Jonathan in the lounge reviewing an article he had written for a 
journal. Since Laura was having a shower, Danny decided to sit at the piano hitting a few notes. He 
was not really concentrating as his mind was preoccupied with the first phone call his wife had 
received and then the person he thought had been following him on the way home. 

‘Dad...could you...” Jonathan politely interrupted Danny as he felt the noise of the piano 
was interfering with this concentration. 

Danny turned round. ‘Hmm!’ he said, looking at his son and he realised he was disturbing 
him. ‘Oh, sorry...what are you working on?’ he asked. 

‘It’s an article about drug smuggling...’ 

“What about it?’ 

‘I think we are being too soft on these people...we need to give tougher sentences.’ 

‘T see.’ 

Suddenly there was a loud noise coming from outside. The sky was lit with a beautiful 
display of fireworks that went on for a few seconds. 

Danny decided to take himself to his bedroom where Laura was preparing the bed and was 
also noticing the lights from the fireworks shining through her bedroom window. 

‘Not twenty-fifth of December yet,’ she commented. 

“Yeah...I was thinking we should take a few days off and sail down the lake, like we used 
to...’ 

‘Hmm, I would like that, but you remember you said you did not have time...and I don’t 
have much time either...there are a few things I need to do before we close down for New Year,’ 
said Laura as she walked towards the en-suite where Danny was standing in front of the wash basin, 
brushing his teeth. 

‘We probably don’t...’ 

‘Jonathan is also preoccupied with that article he is writing.’ 

‘Yes, I am sure people will enjoy reading it. He is right that we need tougher laws to deal 
with these drug traffickers.’ 

“What’s the big deal? you and I have smoked a bit of Marijuana in our time!’ Laura pointed 
out. 

‘Marijuana and cocaine were okay,’ said Danny. ‘But we are talking about heroin here. This 
is much more dangerous.’ 

‘Yes, you’re right.” Laura conceded. Whilst standing in front of the wardrobe mirror, she 
took off her dressing gown exposing her body wearing only a G-string. She admired her curves and 
began to caress her breasts. 

Danny could see her reflection in his own mirror. ‘Honey, do that again,’ he said, wearing a 
large grin on his face. 

‘What?’ Laura asked, turning her head to look at Danny. 

‘Do that again,’ he repeated with a smile. 

Laura smiled. They looked at each other and laugh aloud. The next minute they were 
frolicking in bed. He cupped her face in his hands and he lowered his mouth to her warm lips. He 
put his mouth on her neck, needing to taste her, cupped her breast with his hand. Her eyes focused 
on his mouth. He groaned and pulled her on top of him and squeezed her ass. ‘I want those legs 
wrapped around my waist. I want to be inside you,’ he said to Laura. 

She moaned softly. He moved her onto her back; his mouth met hers as his stiff manhood 
pressed into the softness of her belly. In a breath, she opened beneath him and their tongues slid, 
tangled, and tasted. 
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God she was sweet. He slid his hands behind her head, cupping her face as he savoured her. 

A sweet moan slipped from her mouth. He dropped a hand to her waist and found her G- 
string. She was damp. He groaned as a primitive hunger whipped through him. 

He pulled her G-string off, and tossed it aside. He pressed his mouth between her legs and 
she gasped. 

‘God,’ she murmured. She stared down at him, lips parted, her breathing shallow. 

She curled her nails into his back, scratching him senselessly. Danny did not feel the pain. 
Danny watched Laura’s eyes as he lifted her hips and pressed her hard against his mouth. He slid 
into her slowly, letting her adjust to him. 

He buried himself deep into her body. With each thrust, she let out a little cry. He could not 
hold off much longer. ‘You ready?’ and she was. Moments later, it was over. He rested his head in 
the crook of her neck and caught his breath. 
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Laura got out of bed, glanced at Danny lying there with his eyes closed; she walked and sat 
in front of her dresser. She lifted her hand to her face and gently caressed her eyes and eye-brows. 
For a brief moment visions of her in bed with Antonio Bellucci flashed quickly in front her eyes. 
She dismissed them quickly, walked up to the window and peeped through the curtains. Her 
attention was drawn to the glitters of fireworks still shooting in the sky outside. Then suddenly her 
eyes opened wide as if she had seen a ghost. She rushed to Danny. 

‘Danny wake up, someone is out there!’ she whispered. 

Danny woke and stretched his hand to switch on the bedside lamp. 

‘No leave the light off,’ Laura advised. 

They approached the window together and looked but saw nothing. They both reached for 
their dressing gown and slipped them on. 

‘I saw him when the fireworks went off,’ Laura said as they made their way downstairs. 

Danny grabbed his torch and went outside followed by Laura. He ran around looking to see 
if he could spot anyone. There was no one there. 

‘He’s gone,’ Laura uttered, sounding disappointed. 

When they got back inside the house, Danny told Laura about the man he 
thought had been following him and Laura in return told Danny about the cough she 
had heard in her studio earlier on. They went into the kitchen and Laura made a pot 
of tea. Danny lit a cigarette. 

“When did you restart smoking?’ a surprised Laura remarked. 

‘Today.’ 

“You know it’s not good.’ 

‘Yes, you’re right,’ he said and immediately crushed the cigarette in the ashtray. 

Laura thought again about the cough and once again she felt she had heard it somewhere 
before. ‘No, it couldn’t be.’ 

‘What couldn’t be?’ Danny asked. 

‘Forget it, I’m just being silly.’ 

‘No let’s hear it,’ Danny insisted. 

Laura hesitated. Not wanting to hold back anything from Danny she said, ‘Antonio used to 
cough like that...but it can’t be...we killed him, right?’ 

“Well, I did put six bullets in him,’ Danny shuddered as he had never killed anyone before in 
his life. 

A loud noise of the fireworks woke Jonathan up. He came out of his room and made his way 
to the kitchen for a drink. He was surprised to see his parents sitting there. 
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‘Don’t tell me it is Christmas Day already?’ said Jonathan as he stared at the kitchen clock 
hanging on the wall. He was somewhat disappointed that it read 11.30 P.M. As a child he had 
always enjoyed opening his presents and although now he was twenty-four, when it came to 
Christmas he still looked forward to seeing the presents his parents had bought him. 

As it was Christmas Eve, the ground outside was slowly being covered up with beautiful 
white fluffy snow, just as the weatherman had forecasted. Danny managed to clear the path and 
drove his wife and son to the midnight mass as usual. 
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The next day Danny had a call from the emergency department at the hospital where he 
worked. He picked up his brief case and Laura saw him to the door. 

‘Look, there is a creep around, if you see him again, call the police immediately and then 
call me,’ Danny instructed. 

“Will do...I feel a little bit on edge you know.’ Laura really looked worried. 

“Look, you know we have a loaded gun in the house. Don’t hesitate to use it if you have to.’ 

‘Self-defence, right?’ Laura said with a grin on her face. 

‘Right.’ 
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Whilst Danny was at the hospital he made a call and talked to Sergeant Cullen. 

‘Look this guy Antonio Bellucci, he is dead, right?’ Danny asked, sounding slightly 
doubtful. 

“You did say you killed him.’ Sergeant Cullen replied. 

“You saw the body.’ 

‘I did but...’ 

‘But what?’ Danny was getting impatient. 

Sergeant Cullen hesitated for a moment. ‘Well doctor, when the ambulance men went to 
pick up the body, it had disappeared.’ 

‘Disappeared!’ Danny could not believe his ears. “Where to...? How...?’ 

‘We don’t know...but he couldn’t have got far with six bullets buried inside him.’ Sergeant 
Cullen tried to sound reassuring. ‘We followed tracks where he had dragged himself along the 
ground which stopped at a river. Although we never recovered his body, we are sure he is dead,’ 
Sergeant Cullen explained. 

‘How come no one told us anything about that?’ an angry Danny asked. 

‘Well, there was no point in worrying you and your family, unnecessarily.’ 

There was a brief silence. Then Sergeant Cullen asked, ‘Why are you asking?’ 

Danny explained. 

After listening to Danny, Sergeant Cullen told him, “All I can say is, it is Christmas and it is 
probably someone fooling around...If it will make you and your wife feel safer, I will personally 
keep a watch on your house. How about that?’ 

“That would be great.’ 

‘Good. Anything we can do, just call.’ Sergeant Cullen said, in his usual reassuring tone of 
voice. 

‘Thank you.’ Danny put the phone down. 

Sergeant Cullen did not tell Danny about the report he had received from the library. Based 
on the description they had had from the librarian and other witnesses, Sergeant Cullen and his 
partner, Constable Jones had been prowling around Islington looking for Antonio Bellucci. 
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At one o’clock on Christmas day, Laura was waiting for her guests to arrive so that she 
could start serving Christmas dinner. Just as Danny was pouring an aperitif the doorbell rang. He 
went to open the door. 

‘Hello,’ Danny greeted Desiré and her husband Peter, when he saw the couple standing 
there, looking joyful. 

“Who’s that at the door Danny?’ Laura enquired from the kitchen. 

When she got no answer, she came to the door and she saw Desiré. She opened her arms 
inviting a hug and escorted them into the lounge. 

Danny and Peter got on well with each other, but as they were both very busy people they 
didn’t meet very often. 

‘So, what would you like to drink, Peter?’ asked Danny. 

‘Whisky please,’ Peter answered. 

‘And...how about you Desiré?’ 

‘A dry sherry for me please.’ 

‘How are you doing young man?’ Peter asked Jonathan. 

‘Fine Peter, and you?’ 

‘Fine too.’ 

Soon after, they were all seated at the table celebrating a magical Christmas. 

Laura had taken her place at one end of the table with Peter on her right and Jonathan on her 
left, whilst Danny sat at the other end of the table with Desiré on his right. There was a moment of 
silence whilst Laura said grace. Addressing her guests Laura said, ‘Well I hope you like the starter, 
I’m not that good at cooking, but I did my best. So let’s eat.’ 

‘What about the Christmas Crackers?’ Danny reminded everybody. 

Laura picked up one end of her cracker, pointing the other end towards Peter and asked him 
to pull it. ‘Wow just what I wanted!’ Laura shouted as she saw a miniature harmonica falling out of 
the cracker. After everyone had shared their finds, they put on their paper hats and started to eat. 

As the meal went on, they were all chatting freely. 

‘Jonathan is submitting an article on drug smuggling’ Danny told his guests as he refilled 
every one’s glasses. 

‘Very interesting,’ Peter said. ‘Tell me more Jonathan.’ 

‘I would really prefer you to read it when it appears in the LJ.’ 

‘The LJ?’ Peter echoed, looking puzzled. 

‘Oh! Sorry. It’s the Lawyers Journal.’ 

Every two weeks, the Lawyers Journal (LJ) published substantive legal articles and 
furnished timely information on areas of interest to the local legal community. 

‘Oh, I will but I just want to...’ 

Danny cut in and said, ‘Briefly it is about heroin smuggling and Jonathan is of the view that 
the law should be tougher.’ 

‘I see, but why? Laura and I have both smoked marijuana?’ Desiré revealed. 

‘But heroin is dangerous...’ Jonathan interjected. 

The discussion went on for a while. Peter was listening carefully to the 
exchanges of viewpoints on drugs and drug trafficking. He suddenly could hear the 


voice of the scientist Akbar Wallid buzzing in his ears: the trick is not to get caught. 
Turning to Desiré, Danny said: 
“You must feel quite lonely with Peter being away so often?’ 
Desiré hesitated. ‘It can be...but I have ways of keeping myself occupied.’ 
‘Oh yeh! Tell us more about that!’ Jonathan said, being cheeky. 


‘Jonathan!’ Laura stared at him. ‘Don’t be rude!’ 

‘Chill out mum. I’m just joking.’ Jonathan smiled. 

After they had eaten, they all gathered in the lounge. As it was Christmas, Danny with his 
Father Christmas hat on his head knelt near the Christmas tree and started to dish out the presents. 
There was one present neatly wrapped and it was for Laura. 

‘Here is another one for you, Laura,’ said Danny as he handed it over to her. 

As soon as Laura saw it, it sent a chill running down her spine. The way the ribbon was 
knotted was quite unusual. Only one person she knew who would tie a ribbon that way. 

‘Come on Laura let’s see what it is,’ Desiré said, being her usual curious self. 

Laura did not want to open it. However, after some persuasion from her Danny, she agreed 
to open the present. 

It was a beautiful platinum wedding ring. Laura was speechless. She was of course already 
wearing one. Danny could see his wife was looking uneasy and he jumped to her rescue. 

‘Well, I thought my wife could do with a new ring.’ Danny pretended that the gift had come 
from him, but it didn’t. 

The day ended well. The bulk of the conversation was interesting. 

When it was time for their guests to bid goodbye to the Wilsons, they hugged each other and 
promised to keep in touch. 

Who could have sent this wedding ring? Both Laura and Danny wondered. What 
neither of them had noticed was that, inscribed inside the ring in Gothic style, was the 


word: vengeance. 
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Antonio Bellucci was a determined angry man, eager to bring his plan to a 
successful conclusion. But he knew that time was running out on him and fast. First 
he had to get out of The Windmill in Islington if he was to avoid being captured by the 
police, who were looking for him, especially after his unfortunate behaviour in the 
library. He had always had difficulty controlling himself whenever he was upset. 

All the time he was in prison he had thought of no one but Laura Wilson. He 
had deluded himself in believing that Laura was in love with him. When he escaped 
from prison, he had only one objective—to run away with Laura. His secret romance 
with Laura was still quite vivid in his mind. For him, although at the beginning it was 
just sex...but as his secret affair progressed his feelings for Laura had shifted towards 
love, but unfortunately for him it was one sided. 
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Fifteen years earlier Bellucci had become obsessed with Laura and dreamt of a 
life together. But when he tried to take her away, it took an unexpected turn. 
Kidnapping Laura’s son, Jonathan, was intent to bringing him and Laura closer 
physically and emotionally, but instead his plan backfired and he achieved the exact 
opposite. To add insult to injury, when Laura had fired a bullet at him, he knew then 
that his love and trust in her was misplaced. The final push to the edge came when he 
learnt that Laura had aborted his baby. In a way he now wished Laura and her 
husband Danny had succeeded in killing him. 
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Having Desiré pressurising him to run away with her was yet another 
unexpected complication, he could have done without. But he needed her help, 
although he was not yet sure what kind of help she could give to help him to bring his 
murderous plan to fruition. 2 
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CHAPTER 8 


London, England 


Laura was on business in London. As she had never been to Jonathan’s workplace, 
she decided to pay him a surprise visit. 

Jonathan’s office was on the eighteenth floor in an office building on Lombart 
Street. The reception room was larger than she had expected. Sitting behind an 
imposing desk was a blonde secretary, 

‘Good afternoon. Can I help you?’ 

‘I’m here to see Mr Wilson,’ Laura said. 

‘Is he expecting you?’ 

‘No, but he will see me.’ 

‘And your name?’ 

‘Just tell him Laura is here, he will know.’ 

The secretary looked at her quizzically. ‘Just a moment I will see if Mr Wilson can see you.’ 

The secretary got up from behind her desk and as she was about to walk to his office, 
Jonathan appeared and saw his mother standing there. ‘Mother!’ 

They hugged each other and he then walked his mother to his office. The frosted sign on his 
door read "Jonathan Wilson, Attorney at law." Laura took a deep breath and stepped inside. She 
noticed how huge and beautifully furnished it was. A large desk dominated the room. On the left- 
hand corner, there was a leather couch capable of seating three people, a coffee table with a glass 
top and a couple of chairs. My son has really arrived, Laura thought. 

Jonathan was wearing an old-fashioned pin-stripe double-breasted grey suit and a white shirt 
with a detachable collar. 

‘You’re looking very distinguished today, son.’ Laura commented. 

‘T always look distinguished mother.’ He grinned. 

‘But today you look more distinguished.’ Laura smiled. 

‘So what brings you here mother?’ 

‘Hmm! I was in the area and I thought I would surprise you.’ 

Jonathan walked to his drinks cabinet and poured a glass of brandy for his mother and a 
whisky for himself. He put two ice-cubes in each glass and handed the brandy to Laura. 

‘So tell me Jonathan, when am I going to meet this lady in your life?’ 

‘Quite soon, mother.’ 

‘As long as it is soon, it’s okay. I can’t wait to meet her in the flesh.’ Laura revealed. 
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After chatting for a few minutes, Laura rose to her feet. ‘I won’t detain you any longer. I am 
sure you have lots to do.’ 

‘Very perceptive of you, mother,’ Jonathan laughed. 

Laura gave Jonathan a hug, turned and walked out of the office, closing the door behind her. 
She stopped for a moment, placed her two fingers on the nameplate on Jonathan’s office door and 
kissed it. She made her way out of the building and went back to her home. 
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Surrey born, Michaela Hughes grew up at Hinchley Wood and attended Chadsworth Stage 
School, then Claremont Fan Court School, both in Esher. In her teens, she suffered from anorexia. 
Later, whilst at ArtsEd, London, she briefly held jobs as an Avon lady and as a kissogram. After her 
years at ArtsEd, Michaela Hughes performed in theatre, before moving on to children's television. 

Michaela, a vegetarian, now worked as a presenter on The Saturday Morning TV show and 
had also been involved in other television programmes. 

On a chilly autumn night she was at a friend’s housewarming party when she was chatted up 
by Jonathan Wilson. 

‘If you’re looking for a one-night stand,’ Michaela said, ‘then move on.’ 

‘That’s not what I’m looking for,’ replied Jonathan. 

A few weeks later they began to see more and more of each other. Since 42% of marriages 
in England and Wales ended in divorce, Michaela knew that the only way to buck the trend was not 
to rush into anything. The thing that Michaela liked about Jonathan was that besides being 
handsome and obviously clever, he made her laugh. She believed in marriage and was an even 
stronger believer in the importance of family. Whilst she was sure that passion and sex were 
important components of a successful marriage, she was convinced that there were other secrets 
about marriage that she had yet to discover, before making a commitment to her relationship with 
Jonathan. 
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Back in Lombart Street, Jonathan had decided to take the afternoon off. Before going 
home he went to pick up Michaela and as the weather was good they went for a long drive. After a 
while Jonathan stopped the car and they got out and started to walk, their hands intertwined and 
their bodies close as they talked and laughed. Unexpectedly, a man, wearing dark clothing and mask 
appeared. His faced was shrouded and a dark cap was pulled low over his eyes. His thin lips pulled 
into a bitter, satisfied smile as he raised a digital camera, snapping a picture of them then he walked 
away without a care in the world. 

‘Who was he?’ asked Michaela with a trembling voice. 

‘Some creep,’ Jonathan replied. 

They were both too excited to allow themselves to be worried and they continued to wind 
their way through the streets of London and down towards Hyde Park—one of the most famous and 
largest parks in London, famous for its Speakers’ corner. She wondered where they were 
going—whether Jonathan was leading her to somewhere exciting or whether he was making it up as 
he went along. When she questioned him about it, he merely smiled mysteriously, telling her to wait 
and see. 

The park was the site of the Great Exhibition of 1851, for which the Crystal 
Palace was designed by Joseph Paxton. It had become a traditional location for mass 
demonstrations. The Chartists, the Reform League, the Suffragettes, and the Stop the War 


Coalition had all held protests in the park. Many protesters on the Liberty and 
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Livelihood March in 2002 started their march from Hyde Park. 

‘I’ve been to Hyde Park dozens of times,’ Jonathan explained finally, as they followed a 
trail which wound its way through the trees and along the river. ‘I’ve found all the secret spots 
where you can be at peace, away from everyone else. I love the city—the bustling crowds, the 
history—but sometimes the places where nobody ever go are best of all.’ 

“Where does it lead, this trail?’ Michaela asked, looking on ahead at the endless green, the 
river flowing gently to their left. 

‘Oh, it goes on for miles—all the way to the Thames if you follow it far enough. But what I 
wanted to show you is just a little bit further up...’ 

Michaela followed, trusting him as he led her further and further up the river. She was 
caught in the mystery of it all. No one had done anything so spontaneous with her before and she 
was enjoying every minute of it. 

Finally, Jonathan pulled her towards a tiny, run-down gatehouse hidden from the view of the 
river. 

‘Here we are,’ Jonathan said. ‘I discovered this years ago, when I was hiking around this 
trail. Even though it’s only a few miles from the city, it’s a part of Hyde Park which nobody ever 
really goes to.’ 

Michaela followed Jonathan as he strode towards the little hut. He opened the door and 
showed her the interior. Inside was a small rowing boat, unchained, as if waiting for them. 

‘Let’s get in and row the boat,’ Jonathan invited Michaela. 

Michaela was delighted and felt like she was sharing a private world and a moment of magic 
with Jonathan. As he rowed them down the clear water of the small lake, she felt like this adventure 
was a piece that was always missing in her life and now her experience was complete. 

‘Something about you makes me always want to be near you,’ said Jonathan. 

‘Likewise,’ replied Michaela. 

‘That’s good,’ Jonathan gave her a warm smile and she felt a sense of happiness running 
through her body. She looked at him and the expression on his face made her truly believe that he 
was sincere. 

Letting go of the oars, Jonathan leant over and kissed her. She surrendered herself to the 
passion of that afternoon. 
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‘I need to get home now,’ Jonathan said. 

‘Oh! Has your mother put a curfew on you?’ 

‘Actually she would like to meet you.’ 

‘I would like to meet her too.’ 

‘Sorted! Let’s go.’ 

“What...now?’ 

‘Why not? 

Michaela hesitated and remained silent for a moment and then said, ‘All right.’ 

They walked back to their car and Jonathan drove. He made a stop at the florist and bought a 
dozen red roses. 

‘Is this a present for your mother?’ Michaela asked. 

‘Yes.’ 

As they arrived by the gate, Michaela did not expect to see such a huge house. She could not 
stop admiring the beautiful statues and flower beds. Whilst walking towards the house, Michaela 
stopped for a moment to admire the view and the lake passing at the bottom of the garden. 

‘Is that a public lake?’ asked Michaela. 

“Why do you ask?’ 
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‘T thought I saw someone rowing a canoe.’ 

Jonathan’s heart skipped a beat. ‘Where?’ Jonathan turned quickly to look but could not see 
anyone. ‘There isn’t anyone there?’ 

‘There was! I promise you.’ 

‘But I can’t see anyone.’ 

“Whoever was there must have sunk,’ Michaela said mockingly. 

As Michaela continued to walk, she was impressed with the vastness of the property, the 
well-trimmed lawns, the swimming pool, the tennis court and the general atmosphere. 

‘What a divine place!’ Michaela said. ‘You never told me your parents lived in such a huge 
house.’ Michaela sighed. ‘I’m beginning to think that you’re loaded?’ 

‘Oh! Not me. I am a poor lawyer who has to work for a living,’ Jonathan said jokingly. 

‘And a damn good one too, if I may say so,’ said Michaela. 

As Jonathan opened the back door of his house, he started to shout for his mum. ‘Mother, 
Mother,’ he shouted a few times and no one answered. 

He turned round to look at Michaela. ‘She’s not here,’ Jonathan looked worried. 

‘May be she’s gone out,’ Michaela said. 

“What, leaving the back door unlocked?’ Jonathan looked for Nancy. She was 
not in the house or in her flat. Where has everyone gone? Jonathan wondered. 

They walked around the garden and suddenly Jonathan saw Tara—the 


kitten—lazing on the footpath leading to the lake. My mother must be near the lake, over 
there? He thought. 

Jonathan followed the path leading to the lake and Michaela followed from behind. As he 
passed Tara, she looked happy to see him and he picked her up, caressed her a bit, and then put her 
down. He continued to walk towards the lake. He went down the series of steps to get to the lake 
and could find no one. He made his way back up and went to Michaela who had taken a seat on one 
of the cast iron benches scattered around the garden. 

‘There is something about this place that makes me want to live here...It’s so tranquil. It 
must be nice to relax here after a hard day’s work at the office,’ Michaela remarked. ‘Security must 
be a headache, I guess?’ 

‘There are cameras everywhere. Smile, Michaela, you are on candid camera,’ said Jonathan 
as he pointed to one of the surveillance cameras.’ 

‘That’s very reassuring.’ Michaela sighed with relief. “Do tell me more about your mother?’ 

‘Nothing much to tell really: She was a model, an ex-beauty pageant, but after she got 
married, she had me and had to give up her modelling career. Currently she runs a very successful 
modelling management and scouting company.’ 

They made their way back to the house. Suddenly Laura appeared from nowhere. When she 
saw Jonathan she walked towards him and they hugged each other. 

‘For a moment I thought something had happened to you,’ a relieved Jonathan said, his heart 
was pounding. ‘Where were you? I called several times?’ 

‘I was by the tennis court.’ 

“Whatever for?’ 

‘Oh! Don’t worry. I think my imagination is working overtime.’ 

Suddenly Laura noticed Michaela. ‘Is that...?’ 

“Yes mother, it’s Michaela. I told you I would bring her to see you.’ 

He walked his mother towards Michaela who was standing there watching mother and son 
greet each other. 

‘Darling this is my mother,’ Jonathan introduced Laura to Michaela Hughes. 

‘How do you do?’ Michaela said, offering her hand to Laura for a handshake. 

‘How do you do?’ Laura replied as she held Michaela’s right hand with hers. 


48 


Addressing Michaela Jonathan revealed, ‘my mother has been longing to meet you.’ 

‘Oh! Me too, Mrs Wilson.’ Her heart was racing. 

‘Do call me Laura, please.’ Turning to Jonathan, she said, ‘She is more beautiful in real life 
than on TV. You really have good taste.’ She complimented her son. 

The two women stared at each other for a brief moment. Laura walked towards a bench and 
took a seat. 

‘Oh! You have a beautiful place here...I could stay here forever...’ 

“Yes, it is very peaceful here.’ 

‘Let’s go in, shall we,’ Laura said. 

They all went inside the house and as they were all standing in the lounge Laura turned to 
Jonathan. ‘I would like a little téte-a-téte with Miss Hughes.’ 

‘Mother, please be kind.’ 

‘I won’t grass on you.’ She smiled. 

Laura made a pot of tea and Michaela helped her to carry the tray into the lounge. 

‘I’m glad you are not like so many girls these days...above a little housework.’ 

“Well there were twelve in our family and we all had to do our fair share or else 
we'd go to bed without supper.’ 

‘Did you say twelve?’ Laura appeared shocked. ‘Oh yes, I remember now, 
television had not been invented then!’ Laura joked. 

Michaela took a good look at the lounge and she was impressed with the way it was 
tastefully decorated. There was a beautiful white leather three piece suite with a huge onyx table in 
the middle. The windows were dressed with a two-tone swag and tails velour curtains. Sitting in one 
corner of the room was a beautiful piano. Suspended from the ceiling was a bohemian crystal 
chandelier. ‘What a magnificent room.’ 

‘Both my husband and I love beautiful things,’ Laura said proudly. 

Laura took a seat on her favourite sofa and invited Michaela to sit down. ‘I 
have a housekeeper, but she had to go to see her sister today. I really do not mind 
telling you that I plan to only live until ninety.’ There was a grin on her face. 

Not if Antonio had anything to say about that! 
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Michaela noticed a beautiful artwork hanging on the wall above the fireplace. It was the 
portrait of Albert Einstein by Debra Hurd. 16 inch X 16 inch (40.6 cm X 40.6 cm), oil on 
canvas. 

‘This is very nice,’ said Michaela. 

‘Peter—he is the husband of my dear friend Desiré—he gave me that for Christmas. He is 
an antique art dealer, you see...and he is forever buying and selling.’ 

Michaela volunteered to pour the tea and Laura watched her with interest. 

‘It has been such a tremendous excitement for me, this visit. I’m trying to appear calm,’ 
Laura said. 

“You’re succeeding.’ Michaela smiled. 

‘I love Jonathan so much.’ She nearly choked as she said it (feeling her nose getting 
longer). “When he was a little boy he gave me no trouble at all. He studied hard and 
he got himself a scholarship to Eton, you know.’ She paused. ‘When he became a 
lawyer, my husband and I attended his graduation ceremony, and we were the 
proudest parents there.’ 

Michaela knew that Laura was being economical with the truth, but kept quiet 
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and simply said, ‘Jonathan is very clever!’ 

‘But his only fault,’ Laura continued, ‘is that everything is too easy for him. He is always 
being chased by girls that are no good for him.’ 

“Oh! Girls like me you mean.’ 

‘Oh! no, no, no, my dear. You are different. I can see you are different.’ Laura paused. ‘I 
don’t mind confessing to you...I’ve been worried about him...sometimes I’m frightened...’ 

‘Why?’ Michaela asked softly. 

‘That life will not reward him and that would make him feel bitter,’ Laura said looking 
pensive. 

Laura sighed. Then looking straight into the eyes of Michaela she said, ‘but now seeing you 
with him, I feel better.’ 

Michaela looked shocked. ‘Me...? Youdo?’ she asked cupping her face with her right hand. 

‘Yes, YOU!’ Laura nodded with a smile. 

‘I wish I could share your confidence.’ 

“You'll have it when you need it.” Laura reassured Michaela. 
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After having been for a nice walk in the garden, Jonathan returned curious to find out what 
his mother and Michaela had been gossiping about. 

‘Tell me, what have you two been talking about?’ 

‘Hmm! You'll be surprised,’ said Laura. 

‘T bet I will.’ Jonathan took a seat near his mother and put his right arm around her shoulders 
and then looking at Michaela he added, ‘I bet my mother did all the talking?’ 

‘You got it,’ Michaela confirmed. ‘She’s been telling me that when you were a little boy, 
you were very naughty, especially when you didn’t get your own way,’ she lied with a grin on her 
face. 

‘Oh! And what did you say?’ 

‘T said if he does that with me, I will spank his cute little bottom.’ She grinned. 

‘T see.” Jonathan stared at Michaela wondering if she meant it. 

Suddenly the atmosphere appeared tense. Jonathan decided to change it. He went into the 
kitchen and a few seconds later he came out with a bunch of flowers and handed them to his 
mother. Laura adored flowers. 

‘Oh! Thank you Jonathan!’ 

Laura noticed Michaela glancing at her watch. ‘You’re expected somewhere else?’ 

‘In three hours time I’1l be on air,’ Michaela announced. 

“Well you’d better get going.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 

‘Before we go Michaela, you must listen to my mother playing the piano. She is excellent,’ 
Jonathan said. 

Laura reluctantly obliged. She sat at the piano and played Jove is blue by Paul Mauriat. 

When she had finished, Jonathan turned to his mother and gave her a big hug. ‘Ill drive 
Michaela to the studio.’ 

“Well it has been a pleasant day,’ Laura said. 

But little did she know that the day was about to be ruined. 
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On the way to the studio Michaela commented. ‘Your mother is a remarkable woman, 
Jonathan.’ 
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‘I’m glad you think so.’ 

‘I didn’t expect her to be so easy-going. When do I get to meet your dad?’ 

‘I expected him to be home, but he has been so preoccupied lately.’ 

“What with?’ 

‘Oh, this and that,’ Jonathan said, being evasive. He did not particularly want 
to tell Michaela that there was a crazy man stalking them. “But you will meet him, 
don’t worry.’ 2 
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CHAPTER 9 


Ashford, Kent, England. 


Sister Susan Nightingale was in the clinical room when she took delivery of an urgent call. She 
rushed into theatre three. 

‘Doctor Wilson your wife is on the phone.’ Susan said. 

‘Ask her to hold will you please, I’ve got to close this wound.’ 

After a brief moment, Susan stood by the entry door of the theatre. 

‘Doctor Wilson, she says it is urgent’ 

Danny Wilson turned to his assistant and said, ‘take over will you.’ 

After taking the call, Danny left the theatre, jumped in his car and drove erratically as he 
went through the hospital gate. He looked worried. He struggled to keep his mind on the road. 
Ninety minutes later he reached home to find his wife in tears. 

‘I was in the kitchen making a drink,’ Laura said in-between sobs, ‘She looked like she was 
having a fit. I rushed to her but she crawled underneath the kitchen table and curled herself in the 
corner,’ Laura paused for a few seconds and then continued. ‘And then Jonathan came down...I...I 
called the vet...” Laura stopped talking again and wiped a tear running down her cheek. ‘It was so 
weird because...,’ she said, sniffing. ‘It’s like she was winding down...just winding down like an 
old clock. And then all of a sudden she just stopped.’ She wiped another tear, looking really 
distraught. “And...and her eyes were wide open...she had this surprised look...and then...then she 
died.’ Laura shook her head feeling helpless, her eyes still pouring out tears. 

Danny stood there speechless. He could not believe he had just left a patient on the 
operating table and had driven home in such a hurry because Laura’s kitten Tara had suddenly died. 
But knowing how attached Laura was to her pet kitten, the best he could do to make her feel better 
was to share her pain. He put his arms around her in an attempt to console her. 

‘She didn’t even finish eating the ham I had put out for her...’ 

Danny pulled himself away from Laura and interrupted her. 

‘Jesus, I told you to only feed her biscuits,’ he shouted. 

Laura flipped, and started to attack Danny who anticipated her reaction and quickly grabbed 
her tight, restricting her moves, whilst a frightened Jonathan left the kitchen and went to his room. 

Suddenly the door bell rang. Danny went to open the door and it was the vet. 
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Down at the Police Station, Sergeant Cullen and Constable Jones were on the 
track of Antonio Bellucci. They had gone to The Windmill in Islington, where he was 
staying only to discover that he had paid his bill and had left just hours before they 
had arrived. After talking to the receptionist, they were sure that Antonio was alive 


and well. They contacted Danny at the hospital and arranged to meet with him. 

‘Doctor Wilson, we think you should know that Antonio Bellucci is still alive,’ Sergeant 
Cullen said. 

‘Have you arrested him?’ Danny asked. 

‘Well, we will when we find him.’ Constable Jones intervened. 

‘Where is he then? And how do you know he 1s still alive?’ 

‘The receptionist at The Windmill, the B&B where he was staying positively 
identified him from the picture we showed her.’ 

‘This is very interesting,’ Danny said. 

‘What is interesting?’ 

‘Well, we have just lost a kitten and the vet told me that she died of rat poisoning.’ 

‘Rat Poison?’ Sergeant Cullen repeated. 

‘My wife fed the kitten with some ham just before she died and the poison was in it.’ 

‘So?’ 

“Well, how did the poison get there?’ 

‘That is a very good question doctor. Do you happen to have an answer?’ Sergeant Cullen 
asked. 

‘No.’ 

‘Could Antonio have come to your house?’ 

‘No...no, he...couldn’t have come to the house,’ Danny replied. 

‘Hmm...!’ Sergeant Cullen pondered. 

‘Look, if Antonio did it... am not a cop and I do not know how he did it,’ Danny admitted. 
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When Danny got home he decided to tell Laura that Antonio Bellucci was still alive. He 
reassured her that sooner or later he would slip up and the police would catch him. 

‘The police have assured me that he will screw up. They always do...’ 

“What if he doesn’t?’ Laura asked. 

‘He is an ex-con Laura, and the police are on to him.' 

‘That’s what they said the last time, and he still managed to get into our house in Islington,’ 
Laura reminded her husband. 

‘Well let’s hope it will be different this time. To be on the safe side I've been having 
shooting lessons. 

Laura’s peace of mind was disturbed. ‘I want to kill him,’ she said, with bitterness in her 
voice. 

Danny went in the lounge to play the piano in the hope that this would relax 
him and he noticed that one of the keys was not functioning. He checked it out and 
found that the connecting wire was missing. Now, how did that happen? He thought. 

Danny said aloud. ‘There is a wire missing for one of the keys on the piano. Did any one 
fool around with it?’ 

‘What?’ Laura sounded crossed. 

The phone rang. Danny rushed to pick up the receiver. It was Sergeant Cullen on the line. 
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‘Yes.’ 

‘Is that Dr Wilson?’ Sergeant Cullen checked. 

‘Yes,’ Danny confirmed. 

‘T think we'll have a little break,’ Sergeant Cullen announced. 

‘Good.’ 

Danny listened to what Sergeant Cullen had to say. He looked at his watch and then said, ‘I 
can be there in half an hour.’ He replaced the receiver. He turned to Laura and said, ‘That was 
Sergeant Cullen. Antonio has been located. He wants to see me. I am going to the Police Station 
now.’ 

‘So that bastard is really alive,’ Laura spouted. 

Danny left without making a response. 

Thirty minutes later he arrived at the police station. 

‘Sit down Doctor Wilson,’ said Sergeant Cullen. ‘Antonio Bellucci is in Ashford.’ After a 
short pause he added, “He doesn’t have a fixed address and he sometimes wears a disguise.’ 

‘Now what?’ 

‘T think you should take your family and move somewhere...’ 

‘No. That is not an option.’ Danny was quite adamant about it. 

‘Doctor Wilson your house is too big and too isolated. You and your family need to be in a 
place where we can better protect you against this maniac,’ Sergeant Cullen explained. 

‘If this guy is thinking of coming to hurt me and my family, let him come...I am ready for 
him.’ Danny sounded very angry. “This time I'll make sure that I finish him off once and for all.’ 

Sergeant Cullen could see that Danny was serious. ‘Do not try to take the law into your own 
hands, Doctor Wilson.’ He warned Danny. 

An exasperated Danny left the station, went straight home, and double-checked that the 
security system was working. He locked all the shutters on the windows and tested the locks on all 
exit doors. He made sure that his revolver was fully loaded. He picked up the phone and called CJ 
Fairfield. 

After explaining the situation to CJ, Danny took a deep breath then added, ‘...and he has 
been harassing my family. He probably knows that the police are looking for him. So far he has 
been very clever in avoiding them.’ Danny licked his lips and swallowed. ‘I also believe he is able 
to slip in and out of the house without being detected... how, I can’t tell....’ 

CJ could sense Danny was agitated. “You have video cameras monitoring the house, don’t 
you?’ 

“Yes and they are all working correctly...1 mean why can’t anybody do anything...? What 
good are the cops and laws...?’ 

CJ Fairfield interrupted a frustrated Danny. 

‘Please calm down. The police system is capable of dealing with general problems like 
burglaries...both you and your wife shot this man once and now he is out for revenge...he is a 
psycho alright. ..it’s pathetic but...’ 

Danny listened impatiently to CJ. He wanted to hear less of his sympathy and more about 
what he was going to do. 

‘Look!’ said CJ. This is what I intend to do: I'll start work straight away. Ill...’ 

‘The police officer’s name is Cullen...’ Danny interjected. 

‘T can find him...just take it easy and stay calm.’ 

‘Okay.’ 

Danny put the phone down. 
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After overhearing Danny’s conversation with CJ, Laura said, with a touch of sarcasm in her 
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voice, ‘Now Jonathan you can relax...your daddy has engaged a private investigator.’ She looked at 
Danny with a grin on her face. ‘Isn’t that right?’ she asked. 

Danny looked up, not quite sure how to interpret what his wife was saying, but kept silent. 

‘What’s his name, this private investigator?’ Jonathan asked. 

‘CJ Fairfield...This man is good at what he does. This is the man who was able to locate 
you when you were kidnapped...’ said Danny. 

‘Oh yes.’ Laura interrupted. ‘How did he track me down? I certainly didn’t say where I was 
going and I made sure no one followed me.’ 

‘That’s what I mean...he is good...’ 

Danny tried to appear calm and continued to reassure his family when suddenly the house- 
phone rang and they all jumped off their seats. 

Once Danny had composed himself he picked up the receiver. 

“Yes,” he said. 

It was CJ Fairfield calling. ‘Right,’ said CJ. ‘I have done some checking. I had a talk with 
the CO in Holloway prison. Antonio Bellucci had a job in the kitchen and killed a guard when he 
escaped.’ 

<P See,” 

‘Also quite a few people have reported seeing him standing near your boundary walls and 
on a few occasions he was spotted paddling a canoe on that lake passing your property...’ 

‘Oh Jesus,’ Danny said. He hung up the phone and became very agitated. 

“What’s up?’ Laura asked. 

Danny did not answer. 

‘Can’t we relax, dad?’ Jonathan asked. 

Danny forced himself to cool down. His eyes hit on a picture of himself 
standing behind Laura with his arms around her. Then his eyes wandered to another 
picture frame with Jonathan sitting on his lap when he was just seven years old. This is 
my family, he reminded himself. He ran upstairs and as he was rechecking if his gun 
was loaded, Laura appeared. 

‘He’s coming for us, right?’ Laura asked, looking scared. 

Danny hugged Laura. ‘Let him come. I am ready for him. This time I will aim for the head.’ 

‘What if you miss...like I did and I was aiming for his body.’ 

‘I won’t miss,’ he said categorically. ‘When I heard that this psycho Antonio 
was still alive, I began to take shooting lessons. You will be surprised at just how 
good I am at hitting a target.’ With the two of us working as a team we can beat this son of a 
bitch. Danny thought aloud. 
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The next day, Laura Wilson and her photographer Nicholas Freeman were in Gaston café in 
Islington discussing their new line of underwear over coffee. The café was almost full. A few 
minutes later, Laura’s face went white as if she had seen a ghost. If she had, she was not far off, 
because it was Antonio Bellucci sitting at a table near the door. His hair was longer than usual, his 
face was unshaven, his eyes were puffy and he was wearing a Hawaiian shirt and a white pair of 
trousers. He was staring at Laura with a fake smile on his face. 

“What’s up Laura? What did I do?’ 

‘It’s not you Nicholas...that man over there.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘That man who is sitting over there.’ Laura pointed her finger. 

‘Who is he? Do you know him?’ asked Nicholas. 
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‘Know him,’ Laura raised her voice. ‘I thought we had killed him and it looks like he has 
come back from the dead to haunt me.’ 

“You mean that man you told me you shot in your house?’ 

‘Uh huh! ’ Laura nodded. 

Nicholas Freeman sighed. He got off his seat and walked towards Antonio Bellucci who had 
gone to stand on the terrace outside, smoking a cigarette and admiring the view of the area. 

‘Hey!’ Nicholas called out to Antonio. ‘I need to talk to you.’ 

Antonio turned round, cigarette in his mouth holding a paper in his hands, he stared at 
Nicholas. 

‘I’ve been in a bad mood lately,’ Nicholas said. ‘Do you know what I did to a punk 
yesterday?’ 

Antonio pulled the cigarette out of his mouth and said, ‘No.’ 

‘Get the hell out of here,’ Nicholas told Antonio looking like he was ready to jump him. 

Antonio just looked at Nicholas, shook his head wearing a huge defiant smile on his face. 

‘T don’t like you, I want you to leave Laura alone and leave now!’ said Nicholas. 

“Oh, I didn’t know you owned her and this place my friend...’ 

Nicholas cut in. ‘I’m not your friend.’ 

‘T thought you were my friend...but if you are not my friend then you are being damn rude.’ 
Antonio paused for a second then added, ‘I come and go where I please. So, you go and leave me 
alone.’ 

Antonio put his cigarette back in his mouth, turned his back to Nicholas and glanced at the 
sheet of paper he had in his hand. 

‘T’m sorry if I’ve upset you, you no good Italian bastard,’ Nicholas said, making it very clear 
that he was not frightened. 

Antonio turned his head, looked at Nicholas as he said defiantly, ‘Oh man, you really scare 
me. I am shaking all over.’ 

Nicholas stood there looking at Antonio with equal defiance. 

‘It’s pointless trying to pick up a fight with me man...things could get out of hand,’ Antonio 
said. 

‘Are you threatening me you piece of shit?’ a furious looking Nicholas said. 

‘No, you are,’ Antonio retorted. ‘In self defence I could do things to you that you would not 
like.’ 

‘So you’re threatening me...? Youare, aren’t you?’ 

‘I have a right to be here...so leave me alone.’ 

‘Just watch your ass and leave Laura alone! you hear me?’ 

‘What will you do if I don’t...shoot me?’ Antonio asked. 

They both looked boldly at each other and sized each other up. Neither of them was 
prepared to start anything. 

As Antonio was turning round to walk away, he told Nicholas to watch out. /f 
you think that woman loves you, well let me disappoint you my friend, she does not. All she loves is 
what is between your legs... Antonio warned. Now you have a good day my friend and take care 


of that pretty wife of yours. 
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At 1.00 P.M. that afternoon, Nicholas was in the middle of a photo shoot when his mobile 
went. He lowered his camera, took the phone out of his pocket and cancelled the call. 

Three hours later when the photo shoot was over, Nicholas was exhausted. He collected all 
the empty paper cups of coffee and tidied the studio. He tugged his jacket on, left the loft studio and 
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as he came down the stairs he saw Laura seated in front of her computer, scanning through the 
day’s shots. ‘I’m off,’ Nicholas said. ‘Maybe you should call it a day too.’ 

‘T will as soon as I finish this. See you tomorrow,’ Laura replied. 

As Nicholas got into his car he pulled out his mobile to dial his wife and saw a text message 
on his phone. He clicked on the envelope. The message read: 


If you want to see your wife alive, go to 79 Lavender Gardens, Battersea. London. Make 
sure you get there before 5.00 P.M. 


Surely this is a hoax? Nicholas wondered, but what if it isn’t? He looked at his 
watch and saw it had just gone five minutes past four. The panic began to set in. His 
thoughts began to work overtime. Collecting himself he tried to focus. His wife, 
Dana, was a housewife and ordinarily she would be home. He dialled his home 
number, no one answered. Maybe she is out, he thought. He rang her mobile, 
although it rang, no one answered. The idea that his wife could have been kidnapped 
made him feel sick. He wanted to call the police but what was he going to tell them? 
He was also conscious that time was running out. He started his car, punched the 
address he had been given into his SatNav and started to drive. 

He approached a traffic light which had just turned red, he wanted to jump it, but then 
changed his mind and stopped the car. 

He sat there waiting for the light to change, replaying his situation. He was not sure if his 
wife had been kidnapped. All he had was a text message and his wife had not answered the house 
phone or her cell phone. 

‘Beep. Beep!’ The impatient driver waiting behind him was sounding his horn. 

The sound of the horn jerked him out of a daze. He looked up and saw the light had turned 
green and started to drive forward and stalled the car. He turned the ignition key but the engine 
would not start. He tried again, and on the third go he managed to get the car started and he drove 
forward. 

The traffic was unfortunately slow, so getting to his destination took longer 
than it should have. The car that was behind Nicholas managed to overtake him and 
as he did so, the driver looked at Nicholas and mimed some profanity. Nicholas 
decided to ignore him. Glancing at the clock on his dashboard for the umpteenth 
time, he noticed that there was less than thirty minutes left for him to get to his 
intended address. His heart was racing. Come on, come on lady! He tapped his steering 
wheel willing the old lady driver in front of him to move faster. 

Finally he found a chance to overtake. Nicholas looked into his rear view mirror, switched 
on his indicator, put his foot down on the accelerator and passed a series of cars that were in front of 
him. 

Nicholas was normally a safe and considerate driver. Yet here he was, driving like a maniac. 
A police patrol car waved him to pull over. Mortified, his face turned red. The officer asked him if 
he was aware that he was breaking the speed limit. He apologized and said that he had had a call 
from his wife who had been taken ill and that was why he was rushing home to her. 

‘If you carry on driving irresponsibly, sir, you may not be able to help her, as you are 
putting your own life and that of others at risk,’ the police officer said. His voice was warm and 
deep. 

‘Yes, I appreciate that officer,’ a nervous Nicholas replied, his face covered with sweat. 

‘T’m letting you off with a strong warning,’ said the officer. ‘Slow down, now.’ 
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‘Yes officer. Thank you.’ 

Nicholas had another peep at his watch. The time was ticking and every minute 
counted. He prayed the police officer had not robbed him of some of that valuable time. 
Looking on the bright side, he did not get a speeding ticket. That would have surely 
cost him three points on his licence, not to mention a hefty fine. 

Finally, reaching his destination, he spotted an empty space on the road where he could park 
his car. As he was attempting to get to it, he noticed a young woman with thick brown hair, parked 
her car in that space. 

‘Oh, come on! Are you kidding me?’ he complained aloud. 

After having had a warning from a policeman for speeding I can’t afford to be caught up for 
bad parking, he thought, trying not to be inconsiderate to other road users. As luck would have it, a 
driver pulled his car out and Nicholas wasted no time, taking the empty space. 

He checked his watch again, he was acutely aware that it was seconds away from 5.00 P.M. 
If he did not have to break the front door down, he would have a chance of rescuing his wife in 
time. Nicholas got out of the car inadvertently dropping his mobile on the seat. As he kicked open 
the entrance gate he nearly lost his balance and stumbled to the front door. Clumsily his head hit 
against the door causing it to open and he fell face down in the hallway. He picked himself up. 
There were a number of doors on the left and a couple on the right. As he frantically opened each 
one, they creaked. Bingo, he saw his wife in the far corner of a dark room lying on a table, her 
hands and feet bound. He hit the light switch and she blinked as the harsh light hit her eyes. When 
she saw her husband, she struggled to scream, but the only sound she could make was a high- 
pitched moan. She could only get air through her nose in short gasps. Her mouth was covered with 
duck tape. Before she could signal to her husband to keep away, he was by her side. Had he 
approached the table before 5.00 P.M., he and his wife would have been safe. 

Nicholas noticed a written note pinned to his wife’s chest and he began to read it. 


If you had answered your mobile when I'd called you at I P.M. you would have had plenty 
of time to get to your wife and saved her. What kind of a man are you, putting your work in front 


of...? 


Before he had finished reading the remainder of the note, there was a loud noise, which 
brought the ceiling down, lighting the sky with balls of fire and polluting the atmosphere with black 
and grey smoke. 
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Laura was having dinner with her family when the phone rang. She went into the lounge to 
pick up the receiver. The voice said something to her. 

‘No, it can’t be,’ Laura screamed, she was obviously distressed. 

Danny rushed to the lounge to find out what was that all about and saw his wife with her 
back towards him listening and mumbling in between sobs. As he was about to ask her what the 
problem was, Laura replaced the phone on its cradle and turned round not expecting to see Danny 
standing there. Before Danny could say anything, Laura said: 

‘That was Sergeant Cullen.’ 

“What did he want?’ 

‘It was about Nicholas—my photographer.’ 

“What about him?’ 

‘He and his wife were killed earlier on today.’ 

‘Killed? Where? How...?’? Danny was shocked. 
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‘In a house in Battersea, there was a bomb.’ 

‘He doesn’t live in Battersea!’ 

‘The police believe his wife was being held there in a derelict house and he went to rescue 
her... They found a text message on his mobile.’ 

‘Why would anyone want to harm them?’ 

‘Earlier on today, we were having coffee in Gaston café and Antonio showed up. Nicholas 
had words with him before the latter walked away. He did not look very happy.’ 

‘That son of a bitch!’ Danny exclaimed, feeling really angry. 

‘Apparently when the bomb went off it disturbed the neighbours. They dialled 999. Just 
after the noise, someone saw a man answering to the description of Antonio driving off.’ 

Why can’t the police get this man? How come everyone seems to see him except the police? 
Danny could not understand. This psycho is out there, if the police can’tdo their job then...’ 
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That night neither Laura nor Danny could get any sleep. Danny kept thinking 
what he had to do to keep his family safe. The police did not appear to be effective in 
stopping Antonio Bellucci in his tracks. Innocent citizens were being killed. How can a 


Police-force that purports to exist to give law abiding citizens like him and his family the protection 
against evils doers, fail them so? 


As each day went by Danny was getting more and more restless, and more and 
more desperate. The last thing he wanted to do was to take the law in his own hands. 
He had always played everything by the book. Even when his family was under threat 
before, he had tried to keep on the right side of the law until he was forced to bury six 


bullets into Antonio Bellucci’s body. Still the man lived to fight another day, or should 
one say lived to terrorise another day! # 
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CHAPTER 10 


Scotland, United Kingdom 


Jonathan loved to travel and see the world. He believed that a person who had not travelled had not 
completed his education. On an impulse he picked up the phone and arranged a short trip for two to 
bonny Scotland. Jonathan had always wanted to go there as his grandmother always used to talk 
about it. Three days later Michaela and Jonathan were on their way to Edinburgh. 

The high-pitched voice of one of the flight attendants blared over the loudspeaker telling 
everyone to make sure their seatbelts were fastened, and their tray-tables were put away as they 
were preparing for their final descent into the Edinburgh airport. 

Jonathan and Michaela were delighted to be visiting this part of the United Kingdom. Once 
they had landed, all the passengers made a mad dash to retrieve their hand luggage from the 
overhead bins, and elbowed their way off the plane. Jonathan, followed by Michaela, joined the 
throng of passengers moving forward to get off the plane. They walked around the luggage carousel 
several times and finally saw their suitcases. Jonathan grabbed them and took the escalator down to 
the exit door. As Jonathan waved down the next taxi, he could have sworn that he saw Antonio’s 
silhouette in the backseat of a cab he saw speeding away. 

Whilst sitting in the backseat of the cab, Jonathan could not stop thinking that 
they might have picked up a tail. Not wanting to spoil their short break he decided to 
shake off any bad thoughts that were flooding his mind. The drive to their hotel was a 
short one. As they arrived at the Scotsman Hotel, they were greeted by the manager 
who instantly recognised Michaela Hughes. 

“Welcome Miss Hughes.’ They shook hands. ‘My children love to watch your show.’ 

‘This is my boyfriend, Mr Jonathan Wilson,’ Michaela said. 

‘Please to meet you too, sir,’ the manager bowed. ‘We have two beautiful rooms, with 
panoramic views.’ 

‘Are they adjoining rooms?’ Jonathan asked. 

‘I’m sorry sir, we have none available. The two rooms are only three doors away from each 
other.’ 

Jonathan was not very happy, but as it was only for two nights, they did not particularly 
want to try another hotel, and they decided to accept what was on offer. 

Overlooking Edinburgh Castle and Waverley Station, the 5-star Scotsman Hotel, 
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was situated a stones throw away from the train station. It had a renowned restaurant, 
a spa, a pool, gym and Thalgo treatments. The rooms were furnished in a traditional 
style and were very comfortable. 

After they had refreshed themselves, Michaela and Jonathan went to the quiet restaurant a 
few yards away from the hotel. 

“Welcome to the Blue Danube Seafood Grill. Table for two?’ asked the waitress. 

“Yes please,’ Jonathan answered. 

Michaela’s eyes roved around the restaurant as they were being guided to their table. Her 
beautiful brown eyes took in the beauty of the architecture and interior design. She admired the high 
ceilings, the black wooden beams, and the high walls of exposed natural sandy stone, added to the 
ambience. 

‘This place looks great, Jonathan.’ 

Michaela took off her jacket and lay it on the seat next to her. 

‘Yes, it has a good feeling about it.’ 

Michaela nodded. 

After scanning the menu for a few minutes, they were ready to place their orders. 

‘Err...Half Scottish Lobster; thermador sauce; thick cut chips and salad for two, please.’ 

‘Very good, sir.’ 

‘Oh...could you also bring a nice bottle of white Chardonnay,’ Jonathan added. 

“Will do, sir.” The waitress turned sharply and left. 

“What made you decide to choose Edinburgh for this breakaway, Jonathan?’ 

‘I thought we could spend some quiet time together. Besides I have something 
I wanted to show you.’ 

‘Oh what?’ 

‘Later my dear Michaela, later!’ 

“Your wine, sir.” The waitress reappeared out of nowhere. ‘Shall I pour?’ 

‘No, we can do that,’ Jonathan replied. ‘Thank you.’ 

She placed the bottle on the table and went. 

‘Do you have a plan of what we’re going to do now that we’re here? 

“Yes. We’re going to have fun,’ said Jonathan. ‘Just you and I.’ 

That was wishful thinking on his part! 

‘About your father?’ Jonathan asked, pouring a little wine into both their 
goblets. ‘You don’t talk about him much.’ 

‘He walked out on us ten years ago when I was only seven years old.’ 

‘I’m sorry. I can’t even imagine how terrible that must have been.’ Jonathan's 
mind drifted to his own situation when he was only seven years old and when he 
thought his parents were going to split. 

‘It took me quite a while to get over it,’ Michaela said. ‘Well, I mean, one 
never really gets over something like that? But it doesn’t hurt that much talking about 
it now.” She picked up her wine glass and took a sip. 

“Your parents must have got married when they were very young?’ 

“Yes. I think that was part of the problem.’ 

Michaela could not help remembering how her mother had cried when her father walked out 
on them. She did not want to make the same mistake. She looked deep into Jonathan’s eyes and 


wished she had a crystal ball that would tell her what life would be like, if they should ever decide 
to get married. 
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‘Have you tried to make contact with your dad?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Oh! Why not?’ Jonathan asked. 

‘Because he went away, and it is up to him to come and have a relationship with me,’ 
Michaela said, with a small tremor in her voice. 

She took another sip of her wine. ‘Your parents Jonathan, they must love each other very 
much.’ 

“Yes, they do. But they have had their ups and downs too. Who doesn’t?’ 

‘But the most important thing was that they stuck together and worked it out.’ 

“Yes, they did.’ 

Their eyes locked for a moment, until they were interrupted by the waitress setting down 
their plates. 

Michaela placed her paper napkin on her lap, leaned slightly over her plate and breathed in 
the aromas. ‘This smells delicious!’ 

The waitress nodded and went away. 

‘Shall we eat?’ said Jonathan. 

“Yes, I’m starving!’ 

They dug into their lobster and said very little of significance to each other. Once they had 
finished their meal, Jonathan called for the bill. The waitress returned and slipped a folder onto the 
table. Without looking at the bill, Jonathan placed his debit card on top of it and handed it back. 

Jonathan smiled at Michaela. They got up to leave. Suddenly, just as he was helping 
Michaela with her jacket, a man tapped his shoulder. He turned briskly and he was shocked to see 
Antonio Bellucci. 

‘Nice girl,’ Antonio said, staring at Michaela. ‘Aren’t you going to introduce us?’ 

Michaela looked at Antonio and gave him a polite smile. 

‘You're that girl on TV, aren’t you?’ Antonio paused, carefully studying her face and body 
language. ‘What do they call the show now?’ 

‘Saturday Morning,’ Michaela filled in, looking curious. 

Addressing Michaela, Antonio said, ‘this is a beautiful country.’ Then he shifted his gaze 
onto Jonathan. ‘People have been known to disappear,’ he said with a vicious grin on his face. 

‘It certainly does not look like that to us,’ Michaela said with some hesitation in 


her voice. 

‘That’s right,’ Jonathan agreed. 

After a moment of silence: ‘Oh! forgive me,’ Antonio said as he turned to withdraw himself. 

‘Wait a minute!’ Jonathan told him. 

Michaela was confused. At first she thought that perhaps this man was someone Jonathan 
knew, but now she could feel a degree of tension and she began to wonder what this stranger 
wanted. She stood there and listened. 

“You escaped from me once...’ Antonio started to say. 

Jonathan cut in. “You leave us alone, you hear?’ He sounded threatening. 

‘And if I don’t? I know you are a big shot lawyer now!’ Antonio stared at Jonathan. 

‘Do you know the police are looking for you?’ 

‘Are they?’ He grinned defiantly. ‘I wish them good luck!’ 

“You are very sure of yourself, aren’t you?’ 

‘Let me tell you something. If I was you, I would watch every step I make. From now on, 
you are on notice my friend. It would be a small triumph for someone like me to get justice...my 
kind of justice.’ 

‘Look, you are a sick man, I suggest you get yourself to the nearest psychiatric hospital and 


get help!’ Jonathan said fearlessly. 

Michaela stood there, her lips slightly apart. She could not understand why this strange man 
was threatening Jonathan. Suddenly the expression on her face changed. She looked petrified. 

Antonio glanced at both of them and said, ‘In that case I’d better get myself checked in 
without delay!’ he said with a sarcastic laugh. 

‘It was nice meeting you Miss,’ Antonio said, addressing Michaela. He then walked away, 
with a huge grin on his face. 

Jonathan gritted his teeth and could not quite make Antonio out. He shook his head and 
turned to Michaela. ‘He’s a nutcase.’ 

“You can say that again,’ Michaela replied, “who was he? Why was he so hostile towards 
you, Jonathan? Was he an ex-client of yours?’ her eyebrows arched. 

“You could say that,’ he lied. He did not want to let this little encounter spoil 
his holiday and worry Michaela. ‘Just an occupational hazard.’ 


‘Everything about him scares me. His voice, his body language... Oh, my goodness. 
Jonathan, take me back to the hotel, please.’ 
Just then, the waitress brought back Jonathan’s debit card. 
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After witnessing the scene in the restaurant, Michaela began to have serious reservation 
about her relationship with Jonathan. As they were walking back to their hotel, Michaela asked, 
‘aren’t you frightened having client like that walking around?’ 

‘A little, but you learn to live with it.’ 

‘I see.’ Michaela shook her head. 

‘Right now I want to stop talking about this man and get on enjoying our holiday here.’ 
Jonathan smiled at Michaela. 

When they got back to the hotel, Michaela followed Jonathan to his room. 
They sat down and planned what they were going to do for the next two days whilst 
they were in Edinburgh. However, Jonathan’s mind was still on Antonio. He must have 
followed us here, he thought. Why? Could he be serious when he told me to watch my steps? 
‘Michaela, I would like you to stay here with me.’ 

‘I’m here with you.’ 

‘No, I mean I want you to sleep here in my room.’ 

‘Now, we’ve talked about that.” Michaela was astonished, assuming Jonathan was asking 
her to sleep with him. 

‘No you’ve misunderstood. You can sleep on the bed and I will sleep on the sofa,’ Jonathan 
clarified. 

“You are worried, aren’t you?’ 

‘A little...” He nodded. ‘I’m just being cautious.’ 

‘No, you sleep in your bed and I'll go and sleep in mine...I’m only next door.’ 
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The next day, immediately after breakfast they drove up towards Edinburgh Castle. The 
castle is a historic fortress which dominates the skyline of the city of Edinburgh, Scotland from its 
position on the Castle Rock. 

It’s an 11th-century castle with barracks housing the Crown Jewels and 
National War Museum of Scotland. The views from the castle were amazing, they thought, 
and there was plenty to explore. ‘The crown jewels were really cool to see!’ Michaela 
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said. The city was awesome and they loved the audio tour and even tried the guided 
one. It was really well-organised and there was lots to see and do. It took them 
around 3hrs to see everything with the exception of the war museum. Their overall 
assessment was that it was a really cool castle, beautiful views and if you are there at 
one o'clock you would see the canon set the time! They both felt it was an amazing 
place to visit. Then they drove a mile to the east of Edinburgh Castle to visit Arthur's 
Seat. This was the main peak of one of the seven hills of Edinburgh which form most 
of Holyrood Park, described by Robert Louis Stevenson as "a hill for magnitude, a 
mountain in virtue of its bold design". The hill itself rose above the city to a height of 
250.5 m (822 ft), and provided excellent panoramic views of the city. It was 
relatively easy to climb. They parked at Dunsapie Loch and approached the top from 
the east. It only took them fifteen minutes to reach the summit. 

On their way back they passed Holyrood Park. Jonathan pulled his vehicle over 
and stopped in front of a charming two-storey home with white wooden shutters. It 
had a For-Sale sign planted in the front garden. 

‘Why are we stopping?’ Michaela asked. 

‘I just want to show you something. See that house right there, the one with the 
For-Sale sign?’ 

“Yes. What about it? 

‘I was toying with the idea of buying it. It’s the kind of home I’d like to raise a family in 
someday.’ 

‘Have you seen the inside?’ 

“Well, I saw a few photos on the net before we flew here,’ said Jonathan 

‘How about viewing it?’ Michaela said. 

‘Would you like to?’ 

‘Why not...? We are here, aren’t we? We might as well kill two birds with one stone.’ 

‘lll give the agent a ring. Maybe we can see it tomorrow before we go back to London?’ 

‘Okay.’ 

J Ae took his Iphone out of his pocket, adjusted the setting to panoramic and moved the 
camera slowly to capture an array of shots of the skyline. He felt Michaela’s gaze on him. 

He stuck his Iphone in his pocket and turned to Michaela. ‘I can’t wait to get home and see 
these shots on my 52” flat TV screen.’ 

They both enjoyed their outing. They got back in the car and returned to their hotel. 
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The following day, Jonathan and Michaela had already packed their luggage as they were to 
leave Edinburgh that afternoon. But first they had to visit the house that was up For Sale. The agent 
had agreed to meet them there. As Michaela was coming out of her room to join Jonathan, quite 
unexpectedly a man punched her on the face and she fell backward into her room. Jonathan heard a 
scream and he came out of his room. He saw Michaela lying on the floor bleeding through her nose. 
Whoever did it had disappeared. 

After attending to her, an angry Jonathan asked, ‘Did you see who did this to you?’ 

‘No. It all happened too fast!’ 

Once the manager of the hotel was alerted, he called the police. Fifteen minutes later 
Detective MacDonald arrived. He was tall, in his mid-forties, wearing a dark-grey suit and a black 
tie. After Michaela had told her story, the detective said, ‘that’s not much to go on, but we will do 


everything we can to find whoever it was that punched you.’ Turning to the hotel manager he asked 
him to put a notice up asking anyone who might have seen anything to come forward. 

Michaela accepted that the information she gave the detective was sparse, but that was the 
best she could do. 

Addressing Michaela, Detective MacDonald asked, ‘Do you have any idea who he might 
be? Perhaps someone...’ 

Jonathan cut in. ‘There is a man, his name is Antonio Bellucci. He basically threatened me 
yesterday.’ Jonathan paused, looked at Michaela and said, ‘but I never thought he would try to harm 
you.’ 

‘Tell me what you can about this man,’ Detective MacDonald asked. 

After Jonathan has told his story, the detective said, ‘well, I think we’re done here. We’ll 
keep you posted.’ Addressing Michaela he said, ‘I think you should have your nose looked at. 
Would you like me to drive you to hospital?’ 

Michaela looked at Jonathan, and then replied ‘I think I am all right. Thank you.’ 

‘IT think it would be a good idea if you had a doctor take a look at it, so that we have a 
hospital record of the incident.’ Detective MacDonald advised. 

‘Ok.’ 

The Detective drove both of them to the nearest casualty department. Michaela was 
examined , and found to be fine. Before he left Detective MacDonald took their cell phone number 
and home address. 

After thanking him, Jonathan and Michaela returned to the hotel. They settled 
their bill and left for the airport. The plane took off on time. After breakfast was 
served, Michaela felt tired. She rested her head on Jonathan’s shoulder and slept 


throughout the remainder of the flight. 
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Sitting in her lounge Michaela wondered why she hadn’t heard anything from Detective 
MacDonald. Although Jonathan did his best to be supportive to his girlfriend, he felt a little guilty 
that Michaela was now involved and was in danger. 

‘Do you think that Scottish detective is taking our case seriously?’ 

‘He probably doesn’t have anything to tell us yet. If it will make you feel better I could give 
him a ring.’ Jonathan responded. 

He pulled out his Iphone and started to dial the number. 

Michaela interjected. ‘It’s past nine o’clock. Should we be disturbing people at this time of 
the night?’ 

‘You’re right. I’m sure if he had anything, he would have called.’ Jonathan sighed. He 
cancelled the dial and stuck the phone back in his pocket. 

Michaela turned on the TV and started to watch Columbo. 

‘I wonder if Detective MacDonald is as good as Peter Falk!’ Jonathan joked, trying to cheer 
up Michaela. 

They relished a scoop of ice cream covered with chocolate. They soon discovered they both 
had an untamed sweet tooth. 

‘It’s too bad we didn’t get to visit that house that was on For Sale,’ Michaela said. 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘Maybe you should ring the Estate Agent and explain why we didn’t turn up.’ 

‘T already did,’ Jonathan confirmed. 

After a short silence Michaela asked, ‘Were you really serious?’ 

‘About buying that house, you mean?’ 
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‘Err...yes and about having a family?’ 

‘Of course. Don’t you want half a dozen little ones crawling around, cheering the place up?’ 

‘Hmm! nice thought.’ Michaela frowned, opening her beautiful big brown eyes with a 
pleasant little smile brightening her face. 

Michaela was pleased to know that Jonathan liked children. But half a dozen was 
a little bit over the top, she thought. 

Jonathan looked at the time on his watch, which read ten-thirty. They decided to call it a 
day. 
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Michaela enjoyed spending time with Jonathan. The little trip to Scotland was a nice 
distraction, unfortunately marred by the presence of Antonio Bellucci and the attack at the hotel. 
Although now she was back in London, she did not feel any safer after learning that crazy Antonio 
seemed to be everywhere. She had difficulty going to sleep. She’d tossed and turned most of the 
night. Each time she had tried to close her eyes she would see the fierce intimidating look on 
Antonio’s face as he was talking to Jonathan. Finally she dozed off in the early hours of the 
morning. 

When she woke up the next day it was already well past nine o’clock. She quickly dragged 
herself out of the bed and rushed to have a shower. She turned the tap and allowed the cold water to 
rain on her head and face. She felt her body shivering. She quickly adjusted the temperature and 
completed her shower. She wandered barefoot into the kitchen with only a bath towel wrapped 
around her and poured herself a cup of black coffee. Suddenly the phone rang. 

‘Good morning, Michaela,’ the voice on the other end of the phone said. It was Jonathan 
calling from his office. 

‘T got up late; I need to be at the studio in less than an hour.’ 

‘Yes I thought you might. You looked awfully tired when I left you last night.’ 

‘Actually I didn’t fall asleep until early this morning.’ 

‘Why don’t you call in sick? You’re entitled to be sick, aren’t you?’ 

“What are you trying to do, get me fired?’ 

‘They wouldn’t dare, because they wouldn’t be able to cope without you.’ 

Michaela put the cell phone down on the table and filled a bowl with cornflakes. After 
adding some milk and sugar she scooped up a spoon full and guided it to her mouth. She could hear 
Jonathan’s voice. 

‘Are you still there, darling?’ 

‘Hmm...! Hmm...!’ She could hardly speak. 

Once her mouth was empty Michaela said, ‘I have to get ready for work now, and I was 
wondering if you’d like to meet me for lunch?’ 

‘Do you have a time in mind?’ 

‘How about twelve-thirty, at Gaston’s café? They do a nice lunch there.’ 

‘Sounds good,’ Jonathan replied. 

The phone went dead. 
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At 12.30 P.M. sharp Jonathan and Michaela were sitting in Gaston’s café having lunch when 
Michaela’s mobile began to ring. She picked it up from her handbag and saw it was Detective 
MacDonald calling. 

‘Hello, this is Michaela Hughes.’ 

‘Miss Hughes, this is Detective MacDonald. We have interviewed a couple who were 


occupying the room on the opposite end of the corridor to your room in the Edinburgh hotel, where 
you were staying. They took a look at the photo of Antonio Bellucci provided to us by the London 
police and they confirmed he was the person they saw running away from your room.’ 

‘Are you sure?’ Michaela’s eyes widened, looking fearfully across the table at Jonathan. 

‘Yes. We have also been informed by London, that Bellucci has been spotted wandering the 
streets of Islington and Ashford, Kent. And I have been reassured they are closing in on him.’ 

Michaela went silent and her bottom lip began to tremble. She could barely get any words 
out of her mouth. Tears filled Michaela’s eyes. ‘Oh, Lord,’ she said. ‘I’ve not done anything to 
him.’ 

‘Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, Michaela. If the police say they are closing in on him, they 
will soon have him back behind bars,’ Jonathan tried to provide some reassurance. 

‘He got to me once...’ a tearful Michaela said. 

‘Slow down and let’s take it a step at a time.’ Jonathan was truly concerned. 

‘Your boyfriend is right, Miss Hughes. Keep calm. I’ll be in touch.’ Detective MacDonald 
cut off. 

Michaela could not finish her lunch. She rang her studio and reported herself sick and asked 
Jonathan to take her home. So she was not alone, Jonathan took her to stay with her mother. 
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Evelyn Hughes, Michaela’s mum, was pushing fifty. When her husband 
walked away from her, she dedicated her life to bringing up her daughter as a single 
mother, with no financial help from her estranged husband. Her marriage may not 
have brought her the happiness she had hoped, but the birth of Michaela was the 
happiest day of her life. She used to dress her up to look like a princess and her pet 
name for her was Princess. Mother and daughter had a very close relationship with 
each other and when Michaela started work and began to earn big money, she made 
sure that her mother was well cared for. Michaela did not visit her mother as often as 
she would have liked, but they would often talk to each other on Skype. Occasionally 
they would go shopping together. Evelyn was very pleased and proud with her 
daughter’s achievements, and when she knew her daughter was on TV she would 
make a point of watching her. 

‘I need to stay with you for a while, mum,’ Michaela said. 

“You sound serious. What’s up?’ 

Michaela hesitated for a moment. She was not too sure how to tell her mother. Finally, she 
just let it come out. ‘I think someone is stalking me.’ 

‘Why? What’s going on? Is he sick?’ 

“You can say that mum.’ Michaela hugged her mother and added, ‘it is possible that I’m 
exaggerating. But just to be on the safe side I would like to stay with you, until the police pick him 
up.’ 

‘So the police are involved?’ 

“Yesmum. A detective in Scotland and the police here in London are looking for him.’ 

‘Why is a detective in Scotland involved? Don’t we have good enough detectives in 
England? Goodness gracious me, what is this country coming to?’ 

‘It’s not like that mum.’ 

Michaela sat down next to her mother and explained the situation to her. Evelyn Hughes was 
obviously taken aback by the situation. 

‘You did say the police in England are looking into it?’ Evelyn asked again. Her throat 
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tightened and her voice began to crack. She swallowed hard to relax her throat and regain her 
composure. ‘Oh, my poor little baby.’ 

‘Don’t worry Mrs Hughes; this is merely a temporary arrangement.’ Jonathan intervened. 

‘Can’t you put a restraining order on that creep, Jonathan?’ 

‘Well...yes this is what we are trying to do.’ Jonathan lied. He did not want to worry Evelyn 
Hughes by telling her that before you can put a restraining order on someone you have to find the 
person first. And certainly telling her that Antonio Bellucci was an escaped convict, would freak her 
out completely. 

‘I’m sorry to be a bother mum,’ said Michaela, seeing how worried her mother looked. 

‘It’s no bother, my child. I’m just concerned for you.’ Evelyn paused, wiping a stray tear 
away with her hand she picked herself up and said, ‘we will get through this my little girl.’ 

“Yesmum, we will,’ Michaela agreeing. 

Jonathan looked at Michaela and Evelyn, and felt a terrible sense of guilt. If 
only I had not taken her to Scotland, he thought. 
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When Danny learnt what had happened to his son and Michaela whilst they 
were on Scottish soil, he knew he needed to do something. But what? He thought. As far 
as he was concerned, Antonio Bellucci had become the ghost visible to the Wilsons only. He seemed 
to have mastered the art of being around and yet not being caught. His confidence in the police was 
waning. 25 
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CHAPTER 11 


Istanbul, Turkey 


After spending a few days with his wife in London over the Christmas period, Peter Emery returned 
to Paris. Marie-France Tienée was very pleased with him because his first drug smuggling shipment 
had gone according to plan. However, everything that could go wrong was going wrong with the 
second shipment. People, who had paid their money up front were getting agitated and impatient. 
They had issued an ultimatum to Peter to sort out this problem or return their money. 

The second shipment had reached the province of Agri in Turkey. Peter Emery went there to 
make arrangement to temporarily store the shipment in a huge warehouse located in a bunker. Each 
day the shipment remained in the warehouse, it was costing money, but more importantly there was 
a chance of it being discovered by the police. 

Peter now needed to find someone who could take some of the heroin in a suitcase out of 
Turkey to London. He thought of Jasmine, a young Turkish waitress, he had befriended during his 
stay in Istanbul. He had already done her a favour and it would be only fair to ask for one in return. 
She was a petite, young woman who had just turned twenty with limited education. She was 
working in a small café but what she really wanted was to go and build a future abroad away from 
her controlling father. Peter Emery was able to persuade a friend of his who owned a restaurant in a 
shopping centre in London, to give her a job. 

Jasmine had been working long hours to collect her plane fare. As Peter entered Walid’s 
café, Jasmine took a break and came to share a cup of coffee with him. 

‘How are you today, Jasmine?’ Peter asked. 

‘Okay.’ 

‘Just okay...?’ Peter grinned. 

‘Actually I’m very tired as I have been working extra hard to get my fare 
together.’ 

“When are you leaving?’ 

‘Well I was supposed to have left last week but you know...’ 

‘Ah!’ 

‘So, you have got all your papers and passport sorted.’ 

‘Everything except the Visa but I’ve been told it will be ready in two days then all I will 
need is...’ Jasmine paused for a moment. ‘I was going to ask if you could...Oh, no forget it.’ 

‘I know you do not want to borrow money from me. That’s fine.’ 


There was a brief silence. 

‘Err...I was wondering if you could do me a small favour,’ said Peter. 

‘Ask away, after all one good turn deserves another, right?’ 

‘Well I would like to send a couple of presents to my wife and children.’ 

‘Tf they fit in my suitcase, then there is no problem.’ 

‘Actually I don’t think they would, because I got quite a few, most of them are for my four 
kids.’ 

‘But I won’t be able to carry them in my hands.’ 

“You won’t have to. I will put them all in a suitcase and of course I will pay for the extra 
luggage...’ 

‘Oh! Okay.’ 

“And since you would be doing me such a big favour, I will pay for your ticket too,’ Peter 
volunteered. 

‘Oh no,’ Jasmine protested. 

‘Look this would be my way of saying a big thank you.’ 

She thought for a moment then said, ‘Okay...on one condition.’ 

“What’s that?’ 

‘As soon as I am settled in London you will allow me to refund you the money.’ 

‘Deal..!’ 

‘Tam really looking forward to meeting your wife and kids.’ 

‘I’m sure she’d like to meet you too,’ Peter Emery said smoothly. ‘The problem is that 
she’s somewhat unsociable towards foreigners. But there will be a good friend of mine there to take 
the suitcase.’ 

Peter had found that helpful friend he had been looking for—Jasmine was perfect for the 
job. If she should get caught, they would not be able to link her to him. He would of course deny 
that he ever knew her. 

Jasmine was to leave for London the day after tomorrow, which was a Friday. 

‘lll pick you up and drive you to the airport.’ 

‘How nice of you, your mother must be very proud of you!’ Jasmine said graciously. 

‘She is. We’re very close,’ he said keeping a straight face. Peter’s mother died fifteen years 
ago. And what Jasmine did not realise was that the suitcase would be full of heroin. 
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On Friday morning, Peter Emery was preparing to leave his hotel for the warehouse to pick 
up the package, when his phone rang. 

‘Mr. Emery,’ the voice said. 

“Yes?” 

‘Jasmine here.’ She sounded nervous. 

“What’s up?’ 

‘I went to pick up my Visa and they told me it’s not ready.’ 

‘Did they say when it would be ready?’ 

‘Err...actually they...err...they said I can’t have one.’ Jasmine was in tears. 

“Shit!” 

‘’m very sorry Mr Emery...’ 

“You’re sorry?’ Peter Emery slammed the phone down. Damn! He needed to find someone 
else soon because the people waiting for the consignment would not take failure kindly. 

Peter needed to find an alternative plan. He arranged with Vincent Bouquet, a young French 
tourist, to take a small hand luggage back with him to Paris. He was told that the hand luggage 
contained souvenirs for his uncle. 
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‘If you do me this favour I will in return pay your fare,’ Peter said to Vincent. 

‘Oh, that’s will not be necessary,’ said Vincent. ‘If it was not for you that pick-pocket would 
have disappeared with my wallet. Besides, based on the address you have given me, your uncle 
does not appear to live too far from me. It would be a pleasure to make his acquaintance.’ 

‘My uncle is old and infirm. He does not like visitors. But there will be someone there to 
take the hand luggage.’ Peter explained. 

‘T understand.’ 
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Vincent Bouquet got to Istanbul Ataturk airport just one hour before the plane was due to 
take off. When he got there, the airport was crowded with people. He went straight to the check-in 
desk. After he had collected his boarding pass he made his way to passport control. 

‘Passport please,’ the Immigration Officer asked, as he placed a cigarette in his mouth to 
take a puff. 

Vincent dug his hand inside a briefcase, pulled out his passport and handed it to the officer. 
The officer opened the passport and examined the photo, compared it with Vincent’s face, and then 
handed it back to him. Vincent grabbed his passport and stashed it away whilst he was being 
observed by the officer and other officers standing nearby. 

‘Basket.’ The Immigration Officer said. 

Vincent looked at the officer unsure what he was asking. The officer pointed to his hand 
luggage. Vincent placed the case on the table in front of the officer and the latter unzipped the left 
side pocket. He took a thorough look inside and zipped it back. He swung the case round and 
unzipped the right side pocket. Once again he searched it thoroughly. He pulled out a white circular 
disc, and started to examine it. 

‘What’s this?’ the officer enquired. 

‘A frisbee.’ Vincent said. 

‘Sorry?’ 

‘A frisbee,’ Vincent repeated raising his voice slightly. He could not see what the problem 
was. 

At this point another immigration officer came forward to look at the disc. Vincent made the 
effort of explaining that it was a plastic flying disc used recreationally and competitively for 
throwing and catching. 

The second officer told his colleague that it was just a plastic flying disc and there was 
nothing to worry about. The first officer grinned as he re-examined the disc. He had never seen a 
flying disc before and found it quite amusing. He swung the disc and then put it back into the case. 
As soon as the officer had zipped up the pocket, Vincent put his hand on his case and tried to take it 
away. But the officer grabbed the case and pulled it back towards him. 

‘T have not finished,’ he said. ‘The key,’ he asked. 

Vincent looked at the officer with a vacant expression on his face. 

‘Give me the key to open the case,’ he repeated, looking stern. 

‘T’ve not got it.’ 

‘What do you mean you’ve no key?’ the Immigration Officer asked in a serious tone of 
voice. 

‘Well, this case belongs to a friend...err...he is not really a friend...he is someone I met. It 
contains presents for his uncle. He has the key.’ 

‘Where is your friend now?’ 

‘T don’t know...In his hotel in Istanbul, I guess.’ 

‘Why have you got his case?’ 

‘He asked me to do him a favour and take it to his uncle.’ Vincent was getting nervous and 
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his heart was beating faster. Sweat began to drip down his face. 

The Immigration Officer stared at Vincent with suspicious eyes, smelling a rat. 
He took another puff wondering why Vincent looked frightened. After a moment he 
told Vincent to go through the gate to the departure lounge. Vincent grabbed his case 
quickly and rushed through feeling relieved. He was already late, so he ran to catch 
the transit airport bus and he made it just in time before it started to move. Vincent 
suddenly began to wonder why Peter Emery had not given him the key to the case. 
Surely he knew I would need it should the custom officer or anyone else want to look inside, he 
murmured. He was relieved that they had allowed him to go through to catch the 
plane, but he couldn’t help wondering if he was going to have the same awkward 
situation when he reached Paris. Whilst he stood in the airport bus he noticed a 
French girl standing next to him, and he started to chat her up. 

‘Do you want a piece of gum?’ he asked her in a friendly voice, 

‘Yes please,’ she said, opening her mouth. 

Vincent slipped a gum in her mouth. He looked very relax and quite cheerful. 

‘Rock star Janis Joplin is dead,’ the French girl said. ‘It’s very sad as she was only 27 years 
old.’ 

‘Oh, what of?’ Vincent enquired. 

‘Drug overdose!’ 

“What kind?’ 

“They don’t say, but I wouldn’t be surprised if it was narcotics of some kind.’ 

‘The law really needs to get tougher with these drug pushers.’ 

“You reckon?’ 

‘Yeah,’ Vincent replied as he pinched the French girl’s bottom. She squealed. 

‘Knock it off,’ the girl objected, although in reality she appeared to enjoy it. “You don’t take 
anything seriously, do you?’ 

‘No.’ Vincent replied with a smile. 

The cheerful expression on Vincent’s face suddenly changed. He looked like 
he had seen a ghost. There were several policemen; some carrying arms were 
standing next to the plane they were going to board. Two of the guards moved 
forward with rifles in their hands and waved the bus to stop. The French girl looked 
at Vincent and she could see the fear on his face and could not understand why. There 
are always policemen with arms ensuring that no terrorist enters the plane, she thought. Why 
should Vincent be so worried? Yes, that was the first time she had met Vincent, and she 


knew nothing about him. Charming as he looked, could he be a terrorist of some sort? she 
speculated. 

As the bus stopped, two guards carrying shot guns marched forward. One of the guards 
looked at the passengers and said something in Turkish. Basically he was asking them to get out of 
the bus for a body and hand luggage search. 

‘Hey Harry, better get rid of that grenade,’ a woman joked as her husband was next in line to 
be searched. 

One by one each passenger had a body search and their hand luggage too was inspected 
before they were allowed to board the plane. Vincent pretended to be searching for something in his 
jacket, and slowly got out of line and continued to move stealthily towards the plane without 
passing through the check point. He knew he did not have a key for his hand luggage and he did not 
want them to break the lock. As he was about to put his foot on the first run of the ladder to the 
plane a guard placed his right hand on Vincent’s shoulder and pulled him back to the check point. 


After searching his person, the Customs Officer broke open his hand luggage. To Vincent’s surprise 
it was filled with heroin packed in plastic sachets. 

‘Guards!’ the Customs Officer shouted, waving his right hand in the air. 

Vincent was immediately escorted to the interrogation room, where he was stripped search 
and all of his orifices were examined. Vincent protested that he had not known the hand luggage 
contained heroin and told the interrogators how he came to be in possession of the luggage. Besides 
saying that the hand luggage belonged to a man named Peter and describing how he looked, 
Vincent was not able to provide any additional information. 

As he sat down in his cell contemplating his future he decided to write a letter to his wife, 
Doloris. 


My dear Doloris, 


This is the hardest letter I have ever had to write. I know when you read it, the contents 
will tear you apart, but I would rather you hear it from me than reading it in the 
newspapers or seeing it on TV. The Turkish Police have arrested me and placed me in a 
prison cell. They have accused me of smuggling heroin. I do not know what’s going to 
happen. But what can I say to you?. If I say sorry, will this make a difference? Will it ease 
the pain? I feel so stupid and ashamed. Please forgive me if you can. xxx Vincent. 


Vincent was unaware that Peter Emery had followed him to the airport. When 
Peter saw Vincent being arrested, he was not amused to see two plans in a row go 
wrong. His problems were mounting. What had happened was not his fault, but he 
was in charge of ensuring that the shipments got to their destination. His partner, 
Marie-France Tienée would hold him responsible. She was not a very tolerant 
associate. 

Soon after the arrest of Vincent Bouquet, Peter Emery heard a rumour that a French 
Narcotics agent was in Turkey working with the Turkish authorities. Security at all airports was 
stepped up. Planes and ships were being routinely searched. 

To add to his problems, one of his informers had told him that the police were searching 
warehouses—looking for drugs and other contraband. He needed to act quickly. He went to a public 
telephone and rang Marie-France Tienée to explain the fix he was in. 

‘Peter? Is that you?’ 

“Y eah.’ 

‘What happened to the shipment? People are breathing down my neck here, Peter. The 
package should have been here days ago.’ 

‘I’ve encountered problems.’ 

‘Have you sent the package yet?’ 

‘No. I have managed to get it from Afghanistan to Turkey but now I am having problems 
smuggling it out.’ 

‘You’d better make sure nothing happens to it, or we’re going to be in dead 
trouble...do you understand? DEAD trouble, she repeated.’ 

‘Cool down I have found a good way of getting it out.’ 

‘Good. We are talking millions of Euros here, Peter.’ 

‘I know. Just give me a bit of time. The place is crawling with narcs.’ 

‘For your sake do your best. I'll do what I can to keep the boys quiet...but I can’t hold them 
back for long.’ 

The line went dead. 
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Peter was getting nervous. He could sense that Marie-France Tienée was not 
amused. He needed to find a toilet quickly. He rushed down the street to look for a 
W.C. but finally walked down a blind alley and did his business against the brick 
wall. No damn toilet anywhere when you want one, he complained to himself. Ridiculous! 
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Sitting around a table in a tall building in Paris were three mean looking men. 
“We should have received the stuff by now, Gerard,’ one of the men said. 


‘I know. I can’t understand what the problem is,’ Gerard Lucas replied. He was 
the boss of the syndicate. He was the roughest man in the organisation. Many men 
who had tried to take him on had done so at great cost to themselves. 

‘Do you think Peter Emery got greedy and kept it all for himself?’ Pierre Henri 
said—he was the most impatient and suspicious of the lot. He had been a boxer before 
he had joined the group. If you messed with him, it would be at your own peril. 

‘Relax Pierre!’ shouted Gerard. ‘Peter wouldn’t dare cause us problems.’ 

‘People do get greedy,’ Jacque Dubois said—He was the third man round the 
table and he had been in prison a couple of times for peddling drugs. He had only 
come out a year ago after serving a five-year sentence. 

“What do you guys suggest we do?’ Gerard Lucas asked. 

‘I think we should send someone to Turkey to check things out,’ said Pierre Henri. 


‘T agree.’ Jacque Dubois concurred. 
‘Consider it done!’ 
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Downtown at the Turkish police headquarters, the chief of police Hussein Osman, Inspector 
Demir, and a French Lieutenant Jean Follet, an agent with the Customs Division of the French 
Treasury Department were having a meeting. 

‘We believe,’ Follet was saying, ‘that a big drug deal is going to take place. The shipment is 
going out of Istanbul. Peter Emery is involved. 

The Turkish police hated foreigners interfering in their business, particularly 


French ones. They are too cocky. 

“‘We’ve got everything under control, Lieutenant,’ the chief of police, Hussein Osman said. 
‘We have been watching him for a few days now. As soon as he makes his move we will catch 
him.’ 

Inspector Demir was listening attentively. The telephone rang. Osman and Demir looked at 
each other. 

Inspector Demir finally decided to pick up the receiver. He listened for a moment then 
replaced the receiver. 

‘Well?’ Chief Hussein Osman asked. 

‘He is attempting to move the stuff using a car.’ 

‘Increase the surveillance on him.’ Osman ordered. 

‘Will do.’ 

Chief Hussein Osman turned to Lieutenant Jean Follet and said, ‘Rest assured we have our 


own resources, Mr Follet. If we should need your help, we know where to reach you.’ 
Lieutenant Jean Follet looked frustrated. “Remember Peter Emery is a very clever man. 
Make sure he does not outwit you.’ He warned and left. 
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Peter Emery was lying on his bed in his hotel room when two unexpected visitors entered 
and Emery smelled trouble. The men were like giants. 

One of the men calling himself, Alfred Mustafa said, ‘let me get straight to the point. Gerard 
Lucas sent us.’ 

Peter Emery tried to sound casual. “That’s nice of him. How is the old man?’ 

‘Right now, if I were you, I would worry about what you will look like by the time we finish 
with you,’ Alfred Mustafa said. 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘They want the stuff delivered now or their money back.’ 

‘Look, I have had some problems, but it is sorted now.’ Emery tried to reassure them. 

‘Where is the stuff now?’ the other giant man asked, looking fierce with his fist clenched. 

‘Take it easy Dino.’ Alfred Mustafa interjected, knowing that Dino Pirelli could get mad 
very quickly. 

‘I have the package stored away in a safe place. As soon...’ replied Peter Emery. 

‘Gerard Lucas does not want it stashed away you dumb head. He has tied up a lot of money 
in it.’ Alfred Mustafa said, as he moved closer to Emery. ‘If that stuff was on the streets of Paris 
and London, Gerard would have made millions by now.’ 

‘I see what you mean,” Peter Emery said soothingly. “But there are police everywhere...still 
I have a plan...’ 

‘T am glad to hear it,’ Mustafa cut him off. ‘Gerard has a plan too. Do you know what it is?’ 

Peter Emery shook his head, trying not to look petrified. 

‘If you don’t get the stuff to Gerard by next Monday, you will have to give him back his 
money or we’ll break all the bones in your body.’ 

‘Hey!’ Emery protested. “Take it easy man, I told you he will get it soon, didn’t I?’ 

Peter Emery took a deep breath. He knew he was in trouble. He knew that if he did not find 
a way of shifting the heroin out of Turkey pretty quickly his life would not be worth a cent. ‘Just 
tell Gerard that everything is under control, okay.’ 

‘We believe you,’ Dino Pirelli interjected, he put his fist against Emery’s chest and pushed 
him into a chair. ‘Remember you have until Monday.’ He looked fierce. His gorilla looks were 
enough to frighten and intimidate anyone. He was not the kind of man that anyone would want to 
mess around with. 
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That only gives me two days, Peter thought. Peter Emery never touched alcohol 
before lunch time, but when Mustafa and Pirelli left, he swallowed a double scotch in 
one go. As the whisky ran down, it left a burning sensation in his throat and stomach. 
He knew the heat was on. J must get things moving soon, he said to himself. Why can’t 
people understand that it is not as easy as it used to be? If I don’t find a way to shift this stuff soon, 
I'm finished. # 
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CHAPTER 12 


Herne Bay, Kent, England. 


Back in England, Desiré Emery was getting impatient. The two weeks ultimatum that 
she had given Antonio Bellucci was quickly running out and she was still waiting for 
an answer about eloping somewhere together. The brief period she spent with her 
husband, Peter, when he came home to celebrate Christmas was less than exciting but 
she did enjoy her Christmas dinner at the Wilsons. When she took her Christmas 
presents for the Wilsons and placed them individually under their Christmas tree, 
what she did not realise was that she unknowingly delivered Antonio’s Christmas 
present to Laura. Mistakenly, Danny had thought that Antonio had managed to slip 
unnoticed into their house and had put that box containing a platinum wedding ring, 
which Laura was shocked to receive, as a Christmas present. 

When Peter Emery came home to spend Christmas with his wife, he was 
unusually quiet. When Desiré had noticed that her husband was preoccupied and did 
not want to talk about what was on his mind, she did not press him. Maybe business was 
not doing well, she had thought. She herself was too preoccupied with Antonio to care 
what was bothering her husband. 

The bungalow at Herne Bay, Kent that her husband had bought for them was ready. Desiré 
had managed to persuade her husband to buy it as a get away place for the summer periods. All it 
needed was some furniture...’ 

With Peter in Paris, Desiré made a special trip to the bungalow and walked 
through the living room. Then she entered the bedroom. What it would be like to make 
love to Antonio in the middle of the floor? She wondered. She knew exactly what kind of 
bed she wanted in there. She had always dreamt of lying naked on a waterbed, 
making passionate love day and night. With Antonio Bellucci in her life, that dream could 
soon come true, she thought. 

She picked up the phone and rang Antonio. 

‘Hello,’ Antonio answered. 

‘T’ve been thinking about you.’ 
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Antonio did not know that Desiré had a bungalow at Herne Bay. Having left 
The Windmill, he needed a safe place to hide for a few days by which time he hoped to 
complete his mission. He quickly accepted Desiré’s invitation. 

‘Is your husband still at home, Desiré?’ 

‘No Antonio, he has gone back to Paris and he will not return for another two weeks.’ After 
a short pause Desiré added, ‘Come down and we’|l have a wild time.’ 

Antonio agreed. 

Once she was off the phone she made another call to a large furniture store and asked them 
to deliver what she needed, stating she was happy to pay extra for same-day delivery. 

A few hours later Antonio was at her front door. He had hardly put a foot inside the living 
room when Desiré pulled him into the bedroom and she was stripping him. She was like a tiger 
digging her nails into Antonio’s bare back. Her sexual appetite was incredible, pleasing each other. 
They kissed each other fiercely, pressing their bodies together as they wrapped their arms around 
each other. 

Desiré was overwhelmed by his warmth, his scent and the feel of his mouth 
working against hers; plundering his lips and taking everything she had to offer plus 
more. Her entire body was screaming to be touched by Antonio. One of his hands 
stroked up her thigh, and she shuddered at the touch, silently begging him to go 
further. She wanted it and he was giving it to her. She could feel the cold wooden- 
tiles of the floor underneath her back. Every nerve in her body was overwhelmed by 
the intense pleasure she was receiving. She’d never been so aroused before, so 
desperate to reach her climax. However all the time Antonio was making love to her, 
his mind was on Laura Wilson, the woman he had been infatuated with, the woman he had 
loved, and the woman he now hated. 

When it was over, Desiré murmured, ‘will you stay with me?’ 

Antonio Bellucci answered with a kiss on her forehand, and they lay next to each other until 
the coldness of the wooden floor-tile began to get to them. 

“When will we have some furniture in here?’ Antonio asked 

‘Any time now, hopefully!’ 

After they had dressed themselves they sat next to each other on the bedroom floor with 
their backs against the wall. She realised that the best thing for her would be to approach Peter 
before taking off with Antonio. She did not want the neighbours or any one to see them together 
before she had had a chance to talk to her husband. And the best time to do that would be when he 
was next at home. 

‘I hate to say this, but you need to get going soon,” she said reluctantly hoping he wouldn’t 
take it the wrong way. 

‘Ts that really what you want?’ Antonio stroked the back of her neck. 

‘The delivery people will be here. I don’t want them to...um, there’s something I have to 
admit.’ 

‘And that is?’ Antonio looked curious. 

“You probably know, just as I do, that my husband will not take it kindly when 
I tell him that I am leaving him for you...he has a temper, he is a French man, you 


see!’ 
‘Don’t worry about me. I can take care of myself.’ 
‘I was actually worried about what he might do to me,’ Desiré admitted. 
Antonio could read the fear in her eyes, which made him feel a little guilty. 
‘We can forget about seeing each other, if that would be better.’ Antonio tried to sound 
casual. 
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This would certainly suit him, as he did not want to share his life with Desire. 
She was just a means to an end. Once he had sorted out the Wilsons he planned to 
disappear and he did not want any baggage, particularly not the kind of baggage that 
Desiré was carrying. Oh, yes, she was sexy and making love to her was great, but as a wife, no 
way! Antonio thought. 

Desiré thought of what Antonio had suggested and knew she had to choose her 
words carefully before she messed things up. ‘Not at all, I love to see you and be with 
you. It’s just...I could get into real trouble over this.’ 

“You worry too much,’ said Antonio. ‘Besides, now that I’ve had a taste of you, I’m never 
going to give you up!’ He lied. 

The warmth of Antonio’s body pressed against hers felt so good, and Desiré did not really 
want to walk away from that. She could not walk away from it, even if she tried. The idea that he 
wanted to continue seeing her was quite flattering. 

‘Okay...if we continue to see each other, we must be very discreet,’ Desiré warned, ‘at least 
until I have spoken with my husband.’ 

Antonio shrugged. Desiré smiled and planted a short kiss on his lips. ‘I need a place to park 
myself for a while, Desiré.’ 

Desiré thought for a moment then she said, ‘You can stay here...just don’t let 
the neighbours see you.” « 
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CHAPTER 13 


Islington, London, England. 


Desiré had learned about her husband’s drug trafficking from the wife of Vincent 
Bouquet. Mrs Doloris Bouquet had contacted her and told her how Peter had conned 
her husband into carrying a hand luggage full of heroin. Desiré was shocked. All the 
time she thought her husband was in Paris wheeling and dealing in antique art. She 
tried to ring her friend Laura to tell her the bad news but the latter was unreachable. 

If Peter is caught and locked up in a Turkish jail, Desiré thought, J may never see him again 


and getting a divorce may be problematic. 

Desiré started to read about the laws in Turkey and she was relieved to learn that since 2004 
it had abandoned capital punishment but she took note that a typical punishment of being caught 
carrying small amounts of cannabis could be a fine, while drug trafficking was usually punished 
with long term imprisonment. 


As she read further she learned that although the use of cannabis is only 
frowned upon in Turkey, the importation of the same is a different matter. The 
authorities take a very dim view of it, they don’t like it!!| Their stance against drug- 
smuggling had become heightened in the last few years. In that respect they regard 
cannabis in the same way as they do heroin or cocaine. If anyone is detected carrying 
the same they are arrested — the charge is NOT “possession” but possession with intent 
to supply. In layman’s language you are a drug dealer and you bear the consequences 
for your actions. 
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Whilst Desiré was thinking about what she was going to do, she had a stiff drink and a few 
minutes later fell asleep on the sofa. 

‘This way Mrs Emery, you will be safe here,’ the voice told her. 

She moved towards a door leading to a basement. It was dark in there. She reached for the 
light switch and pressed it but it did not work. 

‘Let me lead you, ma’am.’ The sound of the voice suggested that she was being guided by a 


young man. 

She sat down on a wooden chair and as her eyes got acquainted to the darkness she could 
see someone standing in front of her. 

Desiré stared at him. ‘Who are you?’ she asked. 

‘Raphael,’ the young man replied. 

T don’t know you.’ 

‘All you need to know is that I’m here to kill you.’ 

She couldn’t believe what that young boy had just said. Whilst she was still dwelling on his 
words, she felt a knife pressing deeper into her throat. 

‘Raphael, please. Why are you doing this to me?’ 

He slapped her hard across the face. ‘You think because I am young I can’t kill you? You 
Americans are always underestimating us? Do you know why I look so small? It is because you 
Americans bombed us and took all our oil. My parents are dead and I have to live on garbage that I 
collect from trash cans.’ 

His hand was trembling as he held the knife at her throat. ‘Do you know what it is like to 
watch American soldiers raping my sister and then slashed her throat, leaving her to die?’ 

He laughed and mocked at Desiré. ‘This is nothing personal ma’am. An eye for an eye, a 
tooth for a tooth, that’s what my father told me.’ He took a deep breath and then added; ‘now it’s 
going to be your throat for the throat of my sister. Besides you’re worth fifty Iraqi dinars to me, 
dead.’ 

‘Raphael, I am not American. I am French and I live in England,’ Desiré pleaded with the 
boy. 

‘French, English or American, same difference to me.’ 

It was as if a veil had come down in front of her eyes and she was seeing everything through 
a red haze. A part of her was outside, looking down at what was happening. Desiré could feel the 
point of the knife digging deeper in her neck. He moved the knife and slit open the front of her 
blouse and bra exposing her breasts. 

‘Wow, ’he gasped. ‘Are they all as pretty as you?’ 

Desiré sat there suffocated, barely able to breathe. 

Raphael reached into the top pocket of his worn out jacket and took out a small bottle. In it 
was a clear, colourless, unsweetened aniseed-flavoured distilled alcoholic drink. ‘Have you ever 
taste Arak? Let’s drink to your death, huh? He put the knife down to open the bottle and, for a 
moment, Desiré was tempted to flee. 

‘Here,’ Raphael said softly. ‘Try it please.’ 

Desiré licked her lips. ‘Listen, I...I’ve plenty of money. I'll pay you. Please don't...’ 

‘Shut the fuck up! You talk too much’ Raphael took a mouth full of the liquid and passed the 
bottle to her. ‘Drink,’ he said. 

‘No.’ Desiré turned her head away. 

‘Fucking drink, you bitch!’ 

Desiré felt she had no option. She took the bottle and took a small sip. The sharp content of 
the bottle set her throat on fire. She started to cough. Raphael took the bottle back and took another 
mouth full. 

‘What are you doing here in Turkey?’ 

‘My...my husband...’ 

‘Ah you came here to find a husband, is it? Good I'll marry you.’ He laughed sardonically. 

Desiré’s eyes glanced towards the door. Raphael spotted her. 

‘Don’t even think of it,’ said Raphael as he brought the knife back to her throat. ‘Now, get 
yourself to that pipe.’ Raphael pointed to an iron water pipe running in the corner of the room 
towards the ceiling. 

Desiré moved over to the pipe. 
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Raphael went to get the chair for her to sit on. As his back was turned, Desiré made a run 
for the door. She flung it open her heart was pounding. She was running for her life. Suddenly 
she heard a loud knock. It was someone at the front door which woke her up, and she 


realised that she had just been having a dream. 

It was the postman at the door; he had come to deliver a registered letter and a postcard. The 
mail was from her husband Peter writing to her from Turkey. 

After making a few phone calls, Desiré decided to go to Paris to meet with Doloris Bouquet. 
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The British Airways flight to Paris was uneventful. Desiré turned on her laptop computer to 
surf the net in the hope of learning anything she could find about Turkey and the Turkish people. 

‘T love Paris.’ 

Desiré turned to look at the man sitting next to her. He was tall, dark and handsome with a 
French accent. 

‘I do too.’ 

‘Are you French?’ 

‘Yes,’ Desiré said. ‘But I live in England.’ 

He looked pleased. ‘I thought you were.’ He smiled soulfully and leaned close to her. ‘You 
must have relations here?’ 

‘I’m meeting my husband and six children,’ Desiré lied with the intention of frightening him 
away, and it worked. 

‘Oh! What does your husband do?’ 

‘He is a hitman.’ That should shut him up if nothing else, she thought. 

‘Sorry to have bothered you.’ He nodded, turned away, and continued to flick through the 
magazine he had in front of him. 

Desiré went back to her computer. An article caught her eye. 

When the BA plane landed at the Charles de Gaulle airport, Desiré went straight to the car 
rental office. ‘I am Mrs Desiré Emery, I have a...’ 

The lady at the desk looked up, ‘Ah! Mrs Emery. Here is the key.’ She handed her a form. 
‘Sign this please.’ 

‘I need a map. Do you happen to—?’ 

‘Of course, Ma’am.’ She reached behind the counter and pulled a map. ‘Voila.’ 

Desiré left. 
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The air in Paris was cold and crisp; Desiré wondered what the weather was like in Turkey. 
She got into the TACO—an Indo-French designed car—waiting for her and started to drive. 

She had never met Mrs Doloris Bouquet and wondered what kind of person she was, what 
mood she would be in and how she would behave towards her. 

As Desiré reached the address she was given, she slowed down, observing the road 
restrictions and parked her car in a safe area. After making sure the car was properly locked, she 
went to knock at the door of Mrs Bouquet. 

She was living in an old, crumbling white-walled building. Opening the door was a young 
woman in her late twenties. 

“You must be Mrs Emery?’ the young woman said. 

“Yes. Please call me Desiré.’ They shook hands. 

‘I am Doloris. Please come in.’ 
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Desiré walked down a narrow hall until she reached a sitting room. The room was small but 
neat. Sitting on a sofa was a middle-aged man with a little moustache and inquisitive brown eyes. 
He stood up as Desiré entered. 

‘Good afternoon, sir.’ 

‘Bonjour, madame. Y ou are French?’ 

‘Oui. | would prefer to speak in English though.’ 

He thought about it. ‘Yes,’ he said reluctantly. ‘I am Frangois, the father-in-law of Doloris.’ 

‘Pleased to meet you sir.’ 

“Oh! Please call me Francois, or Francis if you prefer.’ He grinned. 

‘I was shocked when I heard the news about your son Vincent and my husband’s 
involvement with his arrest. I had no idea that my Peter was into drug trafficking.’ 

‘Oui...! Terriblel’ 

Addressing Doloris, ‘You told me your husband is in jail awaiting a trial?’ Desiré said. 

“Yes.” 

“What I can’t understand is why did your husband agree to carry the heroin?’ 

‘He did not know he was carrying heroin. Your husband told him he was carrying gifts for 
his uncle.’ Doloris explained. 

‘Didn’t he open the hand bag and check?’ 

‘Apparently not, he trusted your husband.’ 

‘Do you know where your husband is?’ Frangois asked Desiré. 

‘No I don’t.’ Desiré lied. Before flying to Paris she had received a call from Peter and he 
had told her where he was staying. ‘He is an antique art dealer you see, and as far as I knew he was 
in Paris wheeling and dealing.’ 

‘I see,’ said Doloris, studying her visitor. ‘We need to find him. This is my only way of 
proving my Vincent is innocent.’ Doloris eyes were full of tears. ‘Please help us find your husband, 
will you?’ 

‘T would if I knew where to look,’ Desiré replied. ‘I’m as much in the dark as you are.’ 

‘I’m flying to Turkey with a lawyer to see if we can get Vincent released on bail,’ Francois 
revealed. 

‘When?’ 

“As soon as we can get the money together...we are not very rich you see.’ 

Desiré did not know what she could do to help this young wife in distress. She felt for her 
but she certainly had no intention of helping the police to catch Peter. She tried to find words of 
comfort to say to both Francois and Doloris. She felt her own eyes filling up with tears as she saw 
Doloris crying her heart out. 

‘I promise you,’ Desiré said, ‘if I should hear anything I will let you know.’ She felt her 
heart racing. ‘I want to talk to him too.’ 

“When do you expect him to come home?’ Doloris asked. 

“Well I saw him at Christmas, and soon after he went away. He is away a lot and I have 
learnt over the years not to expect him. He comes when he comes.’ 

‘Dommage,’ said Francois. 

Desiré got on her feet. 

“Thank you for coming,’ Doloris said. 

‘I’m sorry I couldn’t be more helpful to you.’ 

“Nous aussi)’ 

Desiré bid goodbye to Francois and Doloris and left. 
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Desiré checked in at the Hotel du Collectionneur Arc de Triomphe. 

‘Bonjour,’ the hotel manager greeted her. ‘We are delighted that you are staying with us. I 
understand you will be here for just the one night?’ 

"Yes. 

He grinned. ‘No problem. We have a beautiful suite for you. If there’s anything 
we can do for you, just let us know.’ 

The hotel is a 10-minute walk from the Champs Elysées Avenue. This Art Deco hotel 
featured a spa, fitness centre and on-site parking. Each spacious, air-conditioned room included an 
LCD TV, mini-bar and a safe. The elegant bathroom was fitted with a hairdryer and bathrobe. 

Desiré’s executive room had a private terrace offering views of Paris and gave access to the 
executive lounge providing free breakfast, all day refreshments and evening cocktails. The hotel 
also offered traditional French specialties. 


The beautiful Parc Monceau was located right in front of the hotel, reminding 
Desiré of the days she used to hang out with her friends. 

Paris is such a beautiful city and Desiré had spent many happy times there but her 
thoughts went to her friends and mother in Lille, her birth place. It was 220.5 km 
away and it would take her approximately 2hrs 27 minutes to get there via the Al. 
She had not been there for quite a long time and she was sure it would be nice to pay 
them a visit, but as she was feeling tired she decided to give it a miss. She felt the 
least she could do was to call her mother, but unfortunately, no one answered the 
phone. 
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Desiré called ex-boyfriend Paul Blanchard, the anchorman at France 24—an 
international news and current affairs television channel based in Paris. 

‘Hi, Paul, it’s Desiré.’ 

‘Desiré! It’s nice to hear your voice. Where are you?’ 

‘I’m here in Paris.’ 

“When can we meet?’ 

‘I need to be in Istanbul tomorrow, so how about this evening?’ 

“Where are you staying?’ 

‘Hotel du Collectionneur.’ 

‘T’ll meet you there in one hour.’ 
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When Paul Blanchard arrived, Desiré was waiting for him in the executive lounge. 
‘Bonsoir. You look as young as ever.’ 

‘So do you Paul.’ 

‘What brings you to Paris?’ 

‘I came to see a Mrs Bouquet.’ 

‘Not the wife of Mr Vincent Bouquet?’ 

‘Do you know them?’ 

‘They are making big news here.’ 

‘Tell me what you know.’ 


Paul thought for a moment. ‘Vincent’s father, Frang¢ois Bouquet was a well respected university 
professor. He recently quit his job to look after his wife who is paralysed waist down following a car accident a 
year ago.” Paul looked at Desiré as her expression changed. ‘There is an appeal to raise money to help him free 
his son from the Turkish jail.’ 

‘I know he is flying to Turkey with a lawyer any time now.’ 

‘I understand your husband is linked to this case. I didn’t know your husband was into drug 
trafficking.’ 

‘Neither did I.’ 

‘The law on possession of illegal drugs is very tough in Turkey and I feel sorry for his pregnant wife.’ 

Desiré looked shocked. ‘I didn’t know Mrs Bouquet was pregnant.’ 

A waiter came to them. 

“What would you like to drink, Paul?’ Desiré asked. 

‘Tl have a Cointreau on ice please.’ 

Desiré turned to the waiter, ‘One Cointreau on ice for my friend and a Bacardi and coke with ice for 
me si vous plais.’ 

‘Merci.’ 

The conversation tumed light and casual. As Paul was leaving he said, “This is really going to ruin the 
Bouquet family.’ 

‘Thank you, Paul. I’ve really enjoyed meeting you again.’ 

It was ten in the evening, Desiré got into her room, got undressed, and crawled into bed. Although she 
was quite tired, she had difficulty falling to sleep. 
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At nine o’clock the following morning, Desiré took herself to Charles De Gaulle airport. She 
was flying to Turkey to talk to Peter. Whilst she was waiting for her flight to be called, she noticed 
a man sitting in a corner eyeing her. He was dressed in a dark-grey suit. She had never seen him 
before. He was watching her with a look that almost bordered on contempt. She felt a chill run 
down her spine. 

After Desiré boarded the Turkish Airline flight to Istanbul Ataturk airport, the 
man spoke into a cell phone and left the airport. 

Later, Desiré had no memory of the journey; her mind was filled with thoughts 
of Peter and the torment he must be going through. J wish I had known what he was up to 
then I could have stopped him, she thought. Desiré was also worried about her own 
situation with Antonio. What if Peter is locked up before I have had a chance to talk to him 
about my—? 

The flight attendant voice came over the loud speaker. ‘We’ll be landing in 
Istanbul in a few minutes. Please see that your seat belt is fastened and return your 
seat back to the upright position.’ 

Desiré began to concentrate on what lay ahead of her. 


38 ok ok 


Once Desiré had gone through customs, she headed straight for the car rental desk. Standing 
there was Attar and he was saying to the clerk behind the desk, ‘But I reserved a car a month ago.’ 

The clerk said apologetically, ‘I know, sir, but there has been a mixed up. All our cars are 
booked. There’s an airport bus outside, or if you prefer I could call a taxi for—.’ 

‘Don’t bother,’ said Attar and he stormed out. 

Desiré turned to the clerk and said, ‘I have a reservation.’ 
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The clerk smiled. “Yes, Mrs Emery. We’ve been expecting you. Please sign this form.’ 

After Desiré had signed the form, the clerk handed her the keys. ‘The car is parked in space 
10, just across the road. It’s a white Mercedes.’ 

‘Thank you. Can you tell me how to get to the Hotel Titanic Port Bakirkoy?’ 

‘It’s only 8 km from here and it will take you roughly fifteen minutes, just head 
southwest on Atatiirk Havaalani Yolcu Girisi. I am sure you won’t be able to miss it 
ma’am and it is quite nice there. Here is a map to guide you.’ 

‘Thank you,’ Desiré said. 

The clerk watched her walk out of the door. What a delight, he thought. 
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Hotel Titanic Port Bakirkoy was located 8 km from Ataturk Airport, within easy 
reach of the Capacity and Carousel Shopping Malls in Bakirkoy. Titanic hotel 
provides 5-star accommodation with a full range wellness centre. 

It has stylish and spacious rooms that overlooked the Sea of Marmara and Atakoy Marina. 
Decorated with artwork from local artists, each room also include deluxe bathrooms with a walk-in 
shower and marble vanities. 

Guests could enjoy traditional Turkish cuisine at the in-house Alesta Restaurant, Italian 
pastries and cakes at the Titanic Coffee and live music performances at the Compass Bar with views 
of Istanbul’s twinkling skyline. 

An array of holistic therapies and massages were available in the spa, also featuring 
hammam, hot tub and sauna facilities. The centre included a heated indoor pool and a well- 
equipped gym. 

Guests in ski clothes were sitting around on couches and chairs, relaxing. 

Desiré looked around and thought Peter has good taste. 

After signing in, she said to the clerk, ‘do you happen to know which room my husband, 
Peter Emery is in?’ 

She looked at her register and said, “Room B234. Would you like me to let him know you 
are here?’ 

‘No, thank you. I would like to surprise him,’ said Desiré. ‘Would someone have my bag 
taken to my room please?’ 

‘Certainly, ma’am.’ 

When Desiré finally met her husband, he refused to discuss anything with her and he 
insisted that she leave Istanbul immediately. He promised to write her a letter and explain 
everything. 

Desiré was not happy with the way her husband was acting towards her. There were lots of 
questions she wanted answers to, but there was little she could do other than to do as he said. After 
rebooking the flight she came downstairs and asked the receptionist for her bill. 

‘Leaving so soon Mrs Emery?’ the receptionist asked. ‘I hope your room was satisfactory?’ 

‘Oh! It was. Thank you for your hospitality.’ 

The flight home was uneventful. 2 
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CHAPTER 14 


Istanbul, Turkey 


Vincent Bouquet was having a hard time in jail; the Interrogators were pressing him for 
information. They reassured him that there was nothing to be afraid of. If he cooperated, he would 
be on the next plane home. They asked him again where he had got the heroin from. 

‘From a man calling himself Peter Emery,’ Vincent repeated. ‘He rescued my wallet from a 
pickpocket and I was very grateful to him. Whilst we were having coffee together he asked me if I 
could do him a favour and I felt it was the least I could do in return.’ 

‘And you said he was a French man?’ the first Interrogator asked. 

‘He told me he was and I had no reason to disbelieve him, because he spoke very good 
French and he had a French accent.’ 

‘Did he mention where he was staying? 

‘No.’ 

‘Would you recognise him again?’ the second Interrogator asked. 

‘T think so.’ 

The first Interrogator took him in his car and they went looking for Peter Emery. 

‘I guess you people don’t read the newspapers about drug smuggling.’ 

‘I’m not a drug smuggler...Peter told me the hand luggage contained presents for his uncle.’ 
Vincent said. 

‘And you believed him?’ 

“Yes, I did. I did not have any reason not to.’ Vincent said. 

“Well, it doesn’t make any difference. You were the one found with possession of the 
drugs.’ 

‘Are you with the consulate?’ 

‘Hmm, hmm.’ He nodded. 

“What do I call you?’ 

‘Ismet.’ 

‘Do you want a cigarette, Vincent?’ 

‘No. I don’t smoke.’ 

“That’s good.’ 

‘Please believe me Ismet, I’m not a pusher. Honest.’ 

“You got a family back home? Ismet asked. 
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‘Yes. My wife, Doloris.’ 

‘This will be tough on her.’ 

There was a short silence. Ismet and Vincent had arrived in the centre of the town in 
Istanbul. Ismet parked the car in a tight space in a busy street. Once he had done so, they got out of 
the car and started to walk. 

‘Do you have any children, Vincent?’ 

‘My wife is one month pregnant’ 

‘Parents?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘How about brothers and sisters?’ 

‘No.’ 

The town was crowded with people. There was music playing and people were 
milling around looking for bargains. They got out of the car and Vincent entered a 
café. There were people eating and drinking, and sitting in a corner of the café was a 
young girl, of about sixteen years of age and she had just finished rolling up a 
cigarette. She had red, blurry, bloodshot eyes. Her face was sweaty, have shaky 


hands. Her dress and coat were shabby. Could she have marijuana in that roll up? 

Vincent went to take a seat next to an old man with a taqiyah—a short rounded 
skullcap—on his head, smoking a pipe. At a far distant table was an Arabic woman with a red scarf 
on her head sipping coffee and chatting away with the person sitting on her table. She looked at 
Vincent and noticed he was staring at her making her feel uneasy, but she gave him a polite smile. 
Vincent looked around, and suddenly he got out of the café and he was running down the narrow 
streets as if he was chasing someone. Ismet ran after him thinking that he was trying to flee. Vincent 
entered a little farm shop. He walked around, and noticed a man around thirty with a club in his 
hand. Vincent hid behind some shelves and observed the man, who was clean-shaven, wearing a 
black shirt with a white tie. Unexpectedly Vincent heard a noise which caused him to jump. It was 
someone in the backroom chopping the head of a chicken. Vincent rushed out of the farm shop and 
started to run. This time he was being chased by the man in the white tie. He entered a high rise flat 
and took cover in a toilet. He was breathless. He climbed on the toilet seat and as he looked out of 
the window he saw the man in the white tie had walked away. Vincent smiled with a sigh of relief. 

He came out of the toilet and as he was washing his face he heard the click of a gun. He 
turned round slowly and saw Ismet. 

“You look like a nice man to me, but if you try that again I will blow your brains out,’ Ismet 
told Vincent and Ismet sounded very angry. ‘Why were you running away,’ he asked. 

‘I was not,’ Vincent replied looking frightened his hands in the air. 

“What were you doing then?’ 

Vincent tried to explain. “You see, I think I saw that Peter Emery enter the café 
where I was. As I was trying to approach him he ran and I started to chase him. I lost 
him, and then I saw a man wearing a black shirt and a white tie holding a club in his 
hand. When I saw him coming towards me I ran.’ 
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Back in his cell, Vincent Bouquet was feeling cold. He shouted for the guards. 
After a few minutes, an unshaven Turkish man with a taqiyah on his head appeared 
and stared fiercely at him. 

‘Do you have a blanket? Can I have a blanket? It’s cold.’ 
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The man simply grinned. He did not appear to have understood what he was 
being asked. 

‘Can I have a blanket? Blanket,’ Vincent repeated. 

‘No...Too late... Tomorrow,’ the Turkish man replied. ‘You will get a cigarette 
then. Good night.’ He walked away. 

Vincent took a seat on the long stone bench. He looked around the cell; all he 
could see were four stone walls. Jesus, he thought aloud. The cell looked more like a 
cave and there was dust everywhere. He tried to brush the dust off the stone bench 
with his hands before lying down. He wanted a pillow. He walked to the gate of his 
cell. He grabbed the iron bars located on the top half of the gate and as he was about 
to shake the gate he noticed it was not locked. Why? He wondered. What does it matter 


why, he told himself. It’s a chance for me to escape. 

He opened it and rushed out of the cell. As he reached the end of the dark corridor; someone 
stopped him and started to punch him. He tried to defend himself but he could not as whoever was 
hitting him was very strong. He felt each punch he received. Once he was on the floor, he was too 
scared to get up. Two guards came and took him back to his cell. After a few minutes a man in 
uniform came to see him. He looked like he might be the person in charge. 

‘T needed a blanket. I was cold,’ Vincent explained. 

‘What’s your name?’ 

‘Vincent Bouquet,’ Vincent said with a timid smile on his face. 

‘Vincent Bouquet,’ the man in the uniform repeated. “Oh yes, Vincent Bouquet.’ 

No sooner had he finished his last word he slapped Vincent hard on the face twice. Vincent 
was not expecting the slaps and he felt each slap. It was like he was being hit with an iron hand. He 
fell to the ground screaming with pain. The man took him to another room where there was a mean 
looking guard waiting. Using a club he hit Vincent with it a few times before tying a rope round his 
ankles. He passed the other end of the rope through a loop in the ceiling and pulled Vincent up until 
he was hanging upside down. Vincent tried to set himself free and the guard hit his leg with the 
club, causing him to give out a lingering scream. The guard kept hitting the soles of his feet. The 
guard looked like a sadist who was enjoying inflicting pain on his captive. Vincent was too out of 
breath and could not scream anymore. The guard cut the rope and Vincent fell to the ground 
unconscious. He was left lying there in the dark. 

The 6.00 o’clock morning prayers, coming from outside the building where Vincent was, 
woke him up. When he opened his eyes, he was in a prison hospital lying in a bed with a proper 
mattress and white sheets. He tried to stand up, but he could hardly support his weight as the soles 
of his feet were sore and painful. He managed to take a few paces forward before he fell to the floor 
face down. 

A Turkish man in the room rushed to his rescue. 

‘Hey, hey, you must stay in bed,’ the Turkish man said. He helped Vincent to his feet. 

With his right arm around the Turkish man’s shoulder, Vincent said, ‘you got to walk 
around somehow otherwise these legs will swell pretty badly.’ 

‘Hmm, hmm.’ The Turkish man mumbled in agreement and he guided Vincent into another 
room, which looked like a sitting area and there were other men there smoking and playing cards. 
They were all prisoners. 

“You got to be crazy,’ said Vincent. 

‘We’re all crazy here.’ 

‘I need something to kill the pain.’ 

“You’ve been unconscious for days,’ said the Turkish man. 
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As Vincent entered in the sitting area he saw a panoramic window over looking a huge open 
space and through the window he could see people working outside or doing something, with 
Turkish music playing in the background. He could also see guards, dressed in green uniform 
walking around. 

It looked like a cheap hotel only the room service was lousy, Vincent thought aloud. 

‘I’m Nazar,’ the Turkish man said. 

‘I’m Vincent Bouquet...At least I used to be,’ said Vincent. 

‘Nazar, can you take me out there?’ Vincent asked pointing to the open space outside. 

‘Of course.’ 

Once they were both out, Vincent could see there were lots of men, some women and 
children and even dogs wandering around. Most of the men were sitting in groups, playing cards 
with cigarettes in their mouths. 

“Who are these people? 

‘Fuckers, rapists, thieves, pickpockets, murderers, you name it they do it. Don’t trust any of 
them,’ Nazar advised. 

They continued to walk around. 

Pointing to a middle age man wearing a turban Nazar said, “Don’t tell Viper anything, he is 
the squealer around here.’ 

They arrived at an area where people were selling goods, others were placing bets, and 
others still were just standing and looking. 

They stopped for a moment. ‘Around here,’ said Nazar, “you can get anything, watered 
down tea, blankets, anything for a buck.’ 

They found a bench and Vincent decided to rest his legs whilst Nazar washed his face in a 
tub of water. 

‘What are you in for, hash, coke, horse...? Nazar asked. 

‘Yeah!’ Vincent answered. 

“Which?’ 

‘Horse.’ 

“Where did you get caught?’ 

‘...at the airport, trying to get home.’ 

‘Ah!’ 

‘I’m innocent,’ Vincent said. 

‘This is Turkey man. It’s a fucking accident if you’re innocent... There is no body here that 
is innocent,’ Nazar concluded. 

Bjorn, a Swedish blonde man overheard them talking and he came to join in the 
conversation. 

‘Don’t listen to him man, everything is possible,’ said Bjorn. ‘Nazar is talking about if they 
hit you for smoking, this can be bad. But if they get you for possession, it’s easier...you might even 
get bail.” He paused wearing a sarcastic grin on his face. ‘And if you make bail, you’re free. You 
can even get yourself a fake passport...or sneak past the border to Greece.’ 

‘Sure. Keep dreaming, see where that gets you.’ Nazar interjected. Pointing his finger at 
Bjorn he said, ‘you got something wrong in your head, you know?’ Turning to Vincent, he said, 
tersely, ‘you broke the law man...and you got caught.’ 

‘The law is sometimes wrong...’ Bjorn intervened. 

‘Oh, the law is never wrong, asshole,’ Nazar yelled at Bjorn, threw his cap at him and 
dipped his own head into the water tub. He pulled his head back up, ‘...the fucking law,’ he shouted 
angrily, picked his hat up and walked away. 

Vincent sat there pondering over the dialogue between Nazar and Bjorn. The latter could see 
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the despair on Vincent’s face. 

‘Nazar can be hot-headed sometimes,’ Bjorn said. ‘Come let’s walk.’ 

“What is Nazar in for?’ Vincent asked. 

‘He was caught stealing from a mosque.’ 

“What did he steal?’ 

‘Two candle sticks.’ 

‘That’s all?’ 

‘That’s all. Nazar has more brawn than brains.’ 

‘What about you, Bjorn?’ 

‘Hashish...Ninety percent of the people here are for hashish.’ 

“What did they give you?’ 

‘Twelve years.’ 

‘How much did you have?’ 

“100grams.’ 

Vincent jaw dropped. He could not believe this length of sentence for just 
100grams of hash. He wondered how long he would get for all the heroin they found 
in his hand luggage. 

‘You need to get yourself a good lawyer, and some money...Talk to Malik over there. He 
has been here the longest.’ 

‘How long?’ 

‘Seven years.’ 
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Vincent received a visitor. One of the guards opened his cell and let the visitor in. As soon 
as he saw the visitor he threw his arms around him and gave him a big hug. 

‘Dad I’m sorry.’ Vincent had tears running down his cheeks. 

‘Ah, forget it. ?’'ll whip you later,’ his father said flippantly, looking at him with sympathetic 
eyes. ‘Right now we’ve got to get you out of here.’ He looked at his son for a long while and then 
added, ‘I’ve got a suit here for you. You’!| need to look smart for the court.’ 

Vincent stood there, his eyes fixed on his dad, his face clearly showed how distressed he 
was. 

‘Are you all right, son?’ his father asked. 

‘Yeah.’ He nodded. ‘How is mum?’ 

The father took a deep breath. ‘Well...she is bad...she could not make the trip,’ he paused 
for a few seconds to compose himself. ‘She is trying to get the money together... you know.’ 

‘And my wife how is she?’ 

‘Doloris is holding up...’ 

‘Before I flew over here, Doloris said to me. Francois, please make sure you bring 
my husband back for I don’t know what I will do without him.’ 

Francgois Bouquet turned his head round and saw two men had entered the area where they 
were. 

‘Oh,’ Francois said to his son, ‘this is Charles Duprey, he is a French lawyer.’ 

‘How do you do, sir?’ Duprey offered to shake Vincent’s hand. “Let me tell you that we’re 
going to do everything we can to get you out of here.’ 

‘Thank you,’ Vincent said, graciously. 

“And that is Ali Onur Ulu...Ulusak...Uli...’ 

The man cut in, ‘I am Ali Onur Ulusakarya. Hello Vincent,’ he said with a smile on his face, as he 
offered to shake Vincent’s hand. ‘I know exactly how you feel sir, but you must not worry. We are acting 
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immediately. We know the Judge. Now, sit down please.’ 

All of them except Vincent took a seat round a small table. 

‘Mr Ali,’ Vincent said nervously, ‘I understand if you get bail it is easy to get across the border to 
Greece.’ 

‘That’s right, that’s what we are aiming for,’ Frangois Bouquet interjected. 

Vincent looked at his father and said, ‘dad I will make it up to you one day. It’s a promise.’ He then 
pulled a chair and sat down. As he was doing so, his father noticed he was limping. 

“What’s wrong with your leg?’ Francois asked. 

‘Nothing. . .I just twisted it a bit.’ He did not want his father to know that he had been beaten up by the 
guards. 

Looking straight at Vincent, Charles Duprey ask softly, “why did you do it?’ 

‘I was conned.’ 

Duprey shook his head and said, ‘carry someone else’s hand luggage without looking what’s 
inside. . that’s stupid, really stupid?’ Duprey kept his voice softly. 

‘I know.’ Vincent lowered his eyes and stared at the table. After a few seconds he lifted his head, and 
looking straight at Mr Duprey he said in a pleading voice, ‘Sir... .please get me out of here!’ 

‘That’s what we are here for. Just hold tight, okay,’ Duprey reassured him. 

Vincent nodded; his eyes were filling up with tears. 
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The next day the court was in session. The purpose was to discuss bail. There were about fifty people 
present inside the courtroom. Some of them were members of the public. There were a couple of reporters and 
six guards with guns who were guarding the exits. After the chairman of the Judges had declared the session 
open, the prosecutor—a_ hard-line Turkish barrister, got up and began to put forward his objections against bail. 
He spoke for approximately ten minutes. 

Vincent could not understand a word the prosecutor was saying as he was speaking in Turkish. But by the tone 
of his voice, hand gestures and facial expressions one could guess that he was eloquently putting forward a 
powerful argument why bail should not be granted. 

Vincent had a vacant look on his face. His lawyer, Charles Duprey glanced at him, and he looked like 
he was not enjoying what he was hearing and he knew only a few Turkish words. The Turkish lawyer, Ali 
Onur Ulusakarya had his eyes closed, looking as if he had dozed off. When the prosecutor raised his voice and 
started to wave his hands about, glancing periodically at Vincent, Vincent’s dad was worried and nudged Ali. 
He opened his eyes and mimed to him not to worry, and then closed his eyes again. 

When the prosecutor had almost reached the end of his deposition, he stared at Vincent momentarily, 
looking fiercely at him, and then turned his gaze to the three Judges and said his last sentence softly and 
thanked them for listening before he sat down. 

Then it was the turn of Ali Onur Ulusakarya to make his case for why bail should be granted. His voice 
was of a normal range. He also made his case in Turkish. His deposition was much shorter. After a minute or 
so he sat down and the three Judges got to their feet. The chairman of the Judges declared a recess and they 
walked out of the courtroom. Both Vincent and Francois looked worriedly at Charles Duprey. As soon as 
Vincent was out of the courtroom he saw Ali Onur Ulusakarya walked towards him. 

‘What did that prosecutor say?’ Vincent asked anxiously. 

‘That’s not important, just technical,’ Ali replied trying to appear confident. “We made our case, you 
were very good, you spoke well and the Judge likes you.’ 

Whilst waiting for the Judges to return, Vincent and Francois were pacing up and down in the corridor 
outside the courtroom. Vincent occasionally glanced at his watch. He was anxious to know his fate. 

“Mr Bouquet, the Judges are coming back, come on.’ Ali said, waving to Vincent to come into the 
courtroom. 

After they were all seated, the chairman of the Judges started to speak and yet again he too spoke in 
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Turkish, leaving both Vincent and his father wondering what he was saying. After the main Judge had said his 
bit, he walked out. The prosecutor got up and he appeared to be dissatisfied with the decision the Judges had 
made. But as his apparent objection was spoken in Turkish it was incomprehensible to Vincent. 

Ali, who was standing next to Vincent, turned to him and said, ‘Six years and three months, that’s 
good. ..very good.’ 

Vincent’s face went pale. He could not believe what he had just been told. As far as he was aware that 
session was only meant to be concerned with discussing bail, but it had turned out to be a trial and with a 
sentence imposed. 

‘Six years,’ Vincent echoed with disbelief. Before the bad news had sunk in, two guards moved 
towards him, cuffed him and took him away. 

Francois Bouquet was stunned. ‘What happened?’ he asked Ali. 

‘The Judge gave him six years and three months. With good behaviour he will be out in five. 
Remember it’s only for possession. The prosecutor wanted a life sentence.’ After a short pause he added 
gleefully, “This is a victory, a great victory!’ 2 
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CHAPTER 15 


Islington, Kent, England 


After her return from Turkey, Desiré felt so guilty about not helping Doloris locate the 
whereabouts of Peter. However much she felt for Doloris, she just could not bring 
herself to betray her husband. /f the police wanted him then they would have to find him 
themselves, she thought. What she did not realise though, was that the minute she had 
arrived at the airport in Turkey, the Chief of police, Hussein Osman, had put a tag on 
her and he was able to locate the whereabouts of Peter Emery and put him under 
surveillance. They were not interested in simply arresting him on suspicion of 
supplying drugs. They wanted to catch him for possession. That way they could put him away 
for life. They knew he would be trying to shift them out, and they also had 
information on how he was planning to do it. 

Desiré took a huge envelope and filled it with twenty thousand pounds and addressed it to 
Mrs Doloris Bouquet with a note: 

Dear Doloris, 


I was very pleased to have met you. I am truly sorry I was not able to provide you with the 
information you wanted. Please accept this small contribution. I know it is not a lot, but I hope it 
will go some way to help get your husband released. 


Desire 


Desiré was frightened that if her husband was arrested for drug trafficking and 
he was sent to prison, they may try to cease his assets. As they had a joint account, 
she thought about opening a Swiss account on her name only and switching a big 
chunk of the money into it. 

Knowing that if Peter got caught he would go to prison for a long time, she began 
to pin her hopes on Antonio and dreamt of a life with him. 

She thought of all the sex she had had with Antonio, and there had been lots, and it 
was the best she had ever had in her life. 
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Now that her marriage to Peter looked like it was coming to an end, Desiré 
began to stop feeling guilty about cheating on her husband. He has not been honest with 
me either, She concluded. A strong part of her could not wait to see Antonio again. It 
felt as if she alone in the universe had been picked out and given the best prize 
imaginable. 

On the other hand, if Peter should get out of the sticky situation he was in, and come home, 
she needed to work out a way of breaking the news to him that she has fallen for another man. She 
had had happy times with Peter and she was not that cruel and she would want to drop him gently. 
He would almost certainly be distraught. How would he react? Would he cry or would he become 
violent? Would he stop her from going or would he just walk out in anger? Maybe she shouldn’t tell 
Peter anything or perhaps just write a brief note then disappear—go somewhere he would never be 
able to find her? 

Peter said he was going to write to me and explain, she reminded herself. Maybe I should do 
nothing and wait and see what he’s got to say for himself, she debated. Yes Desiré decided to wait 
and in the meantime, she tried to empty her head of her worries and simply think of the nice 
feelings and sensations she had experienced the last time she was with Antonio—the way his rough 
hands had felt against her soft skin, the way his lips had felt pressed against hers; the way he had 
felt moving inside her. 
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Desiré was shaken out of her flight of imagination by the ringing of the telephone. Could it 
be Peter? she wondered. She took a deep breath and went to answer it. 

“You should not have come to Turkey,’ Peter reproached her. ‘You are bound to have 
inadvertently tipped off the police to where I am.’ 

‘I didn’t, I made sure I was not followed.’ Desiré tried to reassure her husband. 

“Well let’s hope so, or else I am finished if those Turkish bastards get their hands on me.’ 

Peter sounded very agitated and angry. 

‘So it is true. You have been meddling with drug trafficking?’ Desiré asked. ‘Why did you 
do it Peter, you were doing so well with your antique business?’ 

Peter closed his eyes; he felt his nostrils flare and he felt the tightness of the muscles in his 
face. 

‘She made me do it, Desiré.’ 

“Who made you do it?’ 

‘Marie-France.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Oh! It’s a woman calling herself Marie-France Tienée...we met whilst I was at an auction 
in Paris...’ 

“Were you having an affair with that woman?’ 

‘No! Of course not...’ 

Peter Emery began to explain to his wife how he become involved with drug smuggling, 
twisting the truth a little bit. He pleaded to his wife to forgive him and to stand by him. 

Desiré could sense how sorry Peter was. For all the years they had been married her husband 
had never put a foot wrong. He had been very caring and a good provider. 

‘Would you forgive me Desiré, would you please?’ 

Desiré remained silent. 

‘Are you still there Desiré?’ 

“You have put me in a very difficult situation and you have jeopardised our relationship. We 
are probably going to lose all our money and they might even re-possessed our house.’ 
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‘I advise you to switch all the money into a Swiss account under your name. And do it fast!’ 
After a short pause, Peter added, ‘sell the house but not the bungalow as this is on your name only. 
Youcan then stay in the bungalow or go and live somewhere else.’ 

Desiré was speechless. How could a man she was about to jilt be so considerate towards 
her? 

‘T will do as you say, Peter.’ 

“Will you be coming home? How will you find me?’ 

‘Don’t worry, I will. I love you Desiré.’ 

The line went dead. 
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After her telephone conversation with her husband, Desiré made a couple of phone calls. 
She placed one phone call to an Estate Agent and another to a Bank Manager in Zurich. After fixing 
an appointment to meet them she went to have a shower. 
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Switzerland is known for its impressive banking system, including its legendary privacy 
policies. Whilst Swiss banks may not be as exciting as they are depicted in spy movies and action 
thrillers, they are extremely well run and impressively private. 

Since each bank has its own steps for setting up an account, Desiré had to quickly decide 
which bank she was going to use and what the process was for setting up an account. She got online 
and started to read some of the guidelines offered on the net including the information and 
documents she would need to provide. 

Desiré was fascinated to read that as of the end of 2011, there were 312 banks and 3,382 
branches of those banks scattered all over the place in Switzerland. Although she has never been to 
Switzerland she was pleased to know that she had quite a lot of options to choose from. 

The two largest banks in Switzerland are UBS AG (Union Bank of Switzerland) and Credit 
Suisse Group. There were also the Raiffeisen Group, which has banks in over 1,200 locations 
throughout the country. These bank all offer standard accounts, whilst Switzerland’s regional and 
local banks focus on lending and traditional deposit accounts. Since Switzerland is broken up into 
26 cantons (States), these banks are held under cantonal law. And Switzerland also has 13 private 
banks, these being the oldest and generally do not publicly offer to handle savings deposits. They 
mostly focus on managing assets for private clients. 

Having decided on a bank and the appropriate service she would like, Desiré read further 
about the standard types of accounts available, such as Personal accounts, saving accounts and 
Investment accounts. Desiré also read about numbered account and noted that it was not 
anonymous. The bank had to know who the person was and have proof of his/her identity. The most 
important thing, however, was that this type of account had the highest amount of privacy and is 
generally referred to in thriller spy movies. With a numbered account, once it is set up, the 
transactions are done under the guise of a number or code, rather than with a person’s name. This 
was the account that Desiré was interested in opening. 

Since under Swiss law the person must provide the bank with proof of identity, Desiré could 
not set up the account over the internet as she had hoped to do. She could have opened the account 
through correspondence, but that would have taken too long for her liking. She picked up the phone 
and arranged to fly to Switzerland on the earliest available flight. 

Having made sure that she had in her possession all the information she knew 


the bank would require, such as passport, birth certificate, profession and contact 
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information, Desiré made her way to the airport. 

Unable to get a non-stop flight to Zurich Desiré had to settle for a one-stop KLM flight via 
Amsterdam. She got on the KL1010 at Heathrow airport, London at 11.45 in the morning and the 
total flight time was expected to be 3hrs 55 minutes. Desiré was conscious of someone taking the 
seat next to her. He looked at her and smiled. “Good morning,’ he said in a soft sexy voice. “Allow 
me to introduce myself. My name if Richard Brown.’ He had a Scottish accent. 

‘Desiré Emery.’ 

‘T’m delighted to make your acquaintance Miss.’ 

‘Mrs...actually’ Desiré corrected him, with a light smile on her face. 

‘I beg your pardon, ma’am,’ he said instantly. ‘It’s a lovely day for flying, isn’t it? 

‘Beautiful,’ Desiré agreed. 

He was eyeing her with fascination. ‘Are you travelling to Zurich on business?’ 

‘Business and pleasure.’ 

‘Do you have friends there?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘T know Zurich very well.’ 

Not again, Desiré thought. 

He was admiring her face. “You look very beautiful, if you don’t mind my saying so!’ 

‘Thank you,’ Desiré said with a smile. ‘That’s very gallant of you.’ 

When the plane landed at Zurich airport, Desiré got down and had gone through customs, as 
she was making her way towards the taxi stand, she heard a voice asking her, ‘do you have 
transportation?’ 

She turned her head and saw it was Richard Brown. 

‘No, but ’m—’ 

‘Please allow me.’ He led Desiré to a chauffeur-driven white limousine. ‘Ill drop you at 
your hotel,’ he told her. He instructed the chauffeur to move. The limousine moved slowly with the 
traffic. ‘Is this your first time in Zurich?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

They were in front of Zentrum Oberland, a shopping mall with 25 stores and a Migros 
supermarket. Brown said, ‘if you planned to do any shopping I would suggest here.’ 

‘It’s beautiful.’ 

The traffic was moving very slowly and Desiré was impressed by how clean Zurich city was 
and how safe it appeared as she observed people leaving their bikes unlocked, baby strollers parked 
outside shops and six year olds doing shopping on their own! 

Richard Brown said, ‘if you are free this evening I’d like—’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ Desiré said, ‘I’m afraid I’m not.’ 
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Early the next day Desiré made her way to Habib Bank AG with a capital investment of 2 
million Swiss Francs, and spoke to the Manager. Desiré was impressed with the world’s first Java 
banking systems which the Habib bank had developed using Java and Sybase ASE. The bank had 
been named as a finalist for the 21st Century Achievement Award from the Computerworld Honors 
Program for its use of information technology in the Finance, Insurance & Real Estate category. 
Whilst setting up an account, she also hired a safety-box to stash away the bulk of her jewellery, 
which ran into millions, which Peter had bought for her over the years. 

After spending three days in Zurich, Desiré took the plane back to London. 
When she arrived home, she found the red light on her answer machine was blinking, indicating that 
there was a message waiting for her. She played the message, but whoever had called had left no 
message. All Desiré could hear was a swishing sound. Could it be that the caller had simply dialled 
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the wrong number? Or was it a genuine caller who did not want to leave any message? 

She called her mother’s number. They have not spoken for nearly two years when she went 
to set up home with a toy boy. Desiré listened to the phone ringing several times, and then her 
mother’s recorded voice kicked in. 

‘Please leave a message after the tone and we’ll call you back.’ 

Desiré waited for the tone. ‘I just wanted to talk to you, mother.’ She hung up. 

The next call was to the Estate Agent. 

‘Desiré, I’m glad you are back. We would like to come and take a few pictures of the house 
and put a board up,’ Tommy Dunlop said. 

Tommy ran a successful Estate Agency and was keen to get the house on the market. He had 
seen the house before and he was confident that he could make a quick sale as there was a demand 
for this type of house particularly because of its location and style. 

‘That would be fine. Can you come this afternoon, say 4.00 P.M.?’ 

‘Wonderful.’ He paused. ‘Catch you later then.’ 
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At exactly 4.00 P.M. Tommy Dunlop came round with an assistant. He was in his forties 
wearing a bright smile, Tommy shook hands with Desiré. 

‘Did you like Zurich?’ 

‘Yes! Very nice and clean.’ 

‘And where’s the master of the house?’ 

‘Peter is away wheeling and dealing as usual.’ She nearly choked as she said it. 

‘So you have decided to move?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

“Anywhere nice?’ 

‘I will be staying in my bungalow at Herne Bay for the moment and then decide where to go 
next.’ 

‘Good.’ He paused. ‘Well anytime you are ready to buy yourself another house, just let me 
know. We have a wonderful list of houses on our books...’ 

Desiré cut in. “Tommy could...’ 

Tommy Dunlop could be rather talkative at times. Looking at the expression on Desiré’s 
face he could see that she was not interested in his sales patter and he quickly contained himself. 

‘Okay, this is what I need to do,’ he said. ‘First I'll take a few pictures inside and outside. 
Then I’ll measure the size of each room, and the available space around the house. Finally I’ll put a 
FOR SALE sign in the corner over there. How does that sound to you?’ 

‘Okay.’ 

‘Good, good, good.’ 

Tommy Dunlop was impressed by the vastness of the property and how well kept it was. He 
noted that the house had a generous number of power sockets. Although the house was near a busy 
road, the double glazing had cut down the noise level to almost zero. All the tiles in the kitchen, 
bathroom and shower were immaculately clean. Most of the carpets were new and well laid. There 
was plenty of storage space on the landing which could be used as additional wardrobes or 
cupboards to store cleaning appliances and other bits and pieces. After Tommy had finished, he 
reassured Desiré that he was going to put the house on his priority listing immediately and that he 
expected to be sending potential buyers quite soon. After bidding her goodbye, he left. 
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As Desiré entered her lounge she noticed her answer machine had registered a missed call. 
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She recognised the number of the caller immediately. It was her mother. She dialled her number and 
on the second ring she answered. 


‘Hello mum,’ Desiré said. 

‘How are you Desiré?’ 

‘Bearing up.’ 

‘And how is Peter?’ 

Desiré hesitated. With Peter in apparent trouble in Turkey, she did not want to parade her 


own unhappiness. ‘He is fine.’ 


to hear 


up. 


“You are lucky to have him.’ 

If only she knew the truth she would not have been saying that, Desiré thought. 

“Alex and I will be going on a Mediterranean cruise at the end of the week.’ 

‘That’s nice for you mum. Enjoy yourself.’ 

‘Yes,’ she went on, ‘do you know why we are going on a cruise?’ 

‘No. But do tell me.’ 

‘To celebrate our second year together—Alex and me!’ 

Desiré cringed. There was a silence. 

‘I know you don’t like Alex, but he is a nice man and he treats me well.’ 

‘I’m glad to hear it mum,’ Desiré said with a touch of sarcasm in her voice. “Any way nice 
from you mum. I must go now.’ 

‘But...wait...what did you want to talk to me about?’ 

‘Eh...oh it doesn’t matter, mum.’ Desiré put the phone down and could feel her eyes filling 


Desiré had never understood why her mother had walked out on her father. As 


far as she was concerned her father was a caring man, generous and a good provider. 
Looking at her own situation she realised sometimes this is not enough? 
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CHAPTER 16 


Ashford, Kent, England. 


Now that Antonio had found himself a place to stay, after moving into Desiré’s 
bungalow, he began to re-focus his mind on the Wilsons. His intention was clearly to 
torture them as much as he could. He wanted them to suffer for a while before he 
moved in for the kill. Despite knowing that the police were looking for him, he had so 
far succeeded in avoiding them. This was largely due to the fact that he was a master 
of disguise and he did not stay in one location for any longer than necessary. 4 moving 
target was more difficult to catch, he figured. 

A man dressed in a bowler hat, moustache, beard and dark shade driving a black 
BMW convertible stopped in front of Laura’s gate as the latter was opening it to get 
her car out. 

‘Can I help you?’ Laura asked. 

‘Ma’am does this belong to you?’ The man said, doing his best to disguise his voice as he 
showed Laura a handbag similar to one she owned. 

Laura moved closer to the car and examined the handbag carefully. 

“Well, I have one similar to this, but this is definitely not mine.’ 

‘Are you sure ma’am?’ 

Laura suddenly recognised the voice. She stared at the man and as he proceeded to remove 
his hat, moustache, beard and shades, Laura was shocked to discover it was Antonio Bellucci. 

‘So you are alive, you son of a bitch! How many lives have you got?’ a nervous and angry 
Laura asked. 

‘Nine, just like a cat!’ Antonio replied with a huge grin on his face. 

Laura tried not to appear frightened. ‘You’d better get the hell out of here before I call the 
police.’ She turned her back and started to walk towards her house. 

‘lm doing nothing...I just returned a handbag that I thought was yours...I’m not on your 
property.’ 

Laura turned round. ‘Why didn't you stay dead? What is it? Did you come to 
look around? Go ahead, take a good look.’ 

‘It’s a nice house,’ Antonio remarked. 
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‘Yes, it is a nice house. Are you satisfied now you’ve seen it?’ Laura looked fierce. ‘Or is 
there more?’ Laura walked a few paces forward. ‘There is more, isn’t there Antonio? When are you 
going to stop?’ 

‘Until I’m happy.’ 

‘And when will that be?’ 

“When I have you for myself.’ 

“Well you can’t...I’m married.’ 

“Well you didn’t have a problem with that before, did you!’ 

‘It was a mistake! A mistake, you hear! You disgust me!’ 

“You and I both know, we’re made for each other. I had big plans for us. I was going to take 
you to Italy and marry you and I even dreamt of having a son with you.’ Antonio said softly. 

Laura suddenly felt something kicking inside her belly. Thoughts of aborting her baby 
whilst she was in prison flooded into her consciousness. For a brief moment, she re-lived that 
horrible moment when she had almost killed herself in the process. She turned her back on Antonio 
saying, ‘you don’t know anything about me.’ 

‘I know you killed my son.’ 

‘What?’ Now, how did he know that? She thought. ‘He was not your son.’ Laura 
said lying. 

‘If it was not mine, and it couldn’t have been your husband’s, whose was it then?’ 

‘None of your damn business,’ Laura yelled. ‘Now that I have seen you, you are repulsive. 
So drop dead.’ 

Antonio kept his cool. ‘I understand. You have no use for me now,’ Antonio 
said gently. ‘To think I went to prison because of you! But I’m out now and I have 


only one purpose left in life.’ He sounded bitter. 
‘And what would that be?’ 
‘To kill you!” 
Laura felt a sudden chill running down her spine. 
‘Why? Antonio, why?’ 
‘If you had not betrayed me, we could have been very happy together.’ 
‘Mrs Wilson!’ a voice shouted. It was Nancy. ‘Someone is on the phone for you.’ 
‘Nancy, get back in the house!’ Laura shouted. 
Antonio took a good look at Nancy Fuller and then drove away. 
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The next day Danny was getting into his car to go to work when CJ Fairfield turned up. 

‘Danny!’ CJ shouted as he got out of his car. ‘I’m glad I caught you.’ 

Danny watched CJ walk towards him. 

‘This Antonio is a really smart ass,’ CJ admitted. 

‘Tell me something I don’t know.’ Danny sounded concerned. 

“You know where he was today...? In the library reading a book entitled: How to 
kill someone in ten easy lessons. “Look...Err...we could carry on following him like this,’ 
his voice became soft and sympathetic, ‘but it’s going to get awfully expensive 
Danny.’ 

Danny stared at CJ, thought for a moment then said, ‘Look I’m not concerned about 
money...just stay on it for a few nights, will you?’ Feeling he had made his intention clear he 
turned round to get into his car. 

‘Look, if you really want to resolve this situation...’ 

Danny cut in. ‘Yes, I would love to resolve this situation...’ 
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‘Good. Then I have a suggestion... There is man that could be hired...by me to do a little job 
on Antonio...a little hospital job.’ CJ appeared serious. 

Danny was not sure he was hearing right. “What are we talking about?’ 

‘Two pieces of five and a bicycle chain,’ he said with a huge grin on his face. 

Danny turned round, got into his car and sat at the driving wheel. 

‘Danny,’ CJ added, ‘it won’t be so scary after that.’ 

Popping his head slightly out of the driver’s window Danny stared fiercely at CJ for a brief 
moment. With his forefinger pointing at CJ he said disapprovingly, ‘Maybe two hundred years ago 
we could have operated in this way.’ He turned on the ignition key and before driving off he told 
CJ, ‘we can’t operate outside the law...you hear?’ He drove off leaving behind a stunned CJ. 
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Using a small canoe Antonio sailed up and down the lake having a good look at the 
Wilson’s residence but he made no attempt to move in on them. 
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Six hours later Danny was back in his home. As he entered the kitchen he saw his wife 
preparing dinner with the help of Jonathan. 

‘How are we today?’ Danny asked, looking at Laura, with a timid smile. 

Laura did not look happy. She moved towards him, looking straight at him she dropped the 
bomb by saying, ‘Antonio was here today, driving a Jaguar.’ She then walked away, leaving a 
shocked Danny standing there speechless. 
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It was ten O’clock in the morning when Danny pretended he was going to work. He stopped 
his car in a side road and walked back towards the back of his house. He noticed a man pushing a 
canoe into the lake passing near his house. Before the man could jump into the canoe, Danny rushed 
to him and they started to fight. The man was no other than Antonio Bellucci. Danny got Antonio 
into a half-nelson and the latter was struggling to break free. Then out of the blue two thugs came 
out of the bushes and began to hack Antonio with a knife whilst Danny stood there watching. 

After the two thugs had Antonio on the ground bleeding, one of them started to hit him with 
a club. Somehow, Antonio managed to get on to his feet, grab the club away from the man and start 
to hit him back ferociously. He was like a wounded lion gone crazy. After one of the thugs had 
fallen down, the other thug came forward holding a chain in his hand ready to hit Antonio with it. 
Antonio fought like a fearless gladiator, smashing the man with his club. All the time this was 
happening, Danny had taken cover behind a huge tree and he was watching Antonio inflicting 
untold injuries on his adversaries. He could not believe how strong and animal-like Antonio was. 
When Antonio finally finished beating the thugs, he spat on them and walked away, leaving them 
lying on the ground covered in blood. 
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Danny Wilson realising that he was dealing with a real psycho, decided to call CJ Fairfield 
and told him what had happened. 

‘T’m really sorry about this morning. That son of a bitch needs to be taken down,’ CJ said, 
sounding very angry. ‘I’ll get two tougher guys who would really do him in.’ 

‘No...no more guys, you hear me?’ Danny slammed the phone down. 
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He thought for a moment then he picked up the phone and dialled Richard Keller, a 
well-known criminal lawyer. Even Perry Mason would not be a worthy match for him. 

‘Hi, is that Keller, the Richard Keller?’ Danny asked. 

‘Speaking.’ 

‘Look, ’m Dr. Danny Wilson. I have a friend who recommended me to you. He spoke very 
highly of you.’ 

‘I’m the best.’ Richard Keller said proudly. 

‘The best is what I need right now.’ 

‘How can I help you, Doctor?’ 

‘Well, it’s a simple petition for a restraining order...” Danny said. ‘I know this is short 
notice, but I need this injunction...He is an ex-convict by the name of Antonio Bellucci, who has 
been harassing my family...’ 

Richard Keller interrupted Danny. “Look we need to discontinue this conversation...’ 
Danny Wilson cut in. ‘Is there a more convenient time. I can...’ 
Richard Keller interrupted Danny again. ‘Yousee there is a conflict of interest.’ 

“What would that be?’ Danny asked. 

‘Mr Antonio Bellucci is one of my clients.’ 

‘He is what?’ Danny could not believe what he was hearing. 

‘Wait a minute,’ Danny rebutted. ‘This man is crazy...he is a psychopath...and 
he is an escaped convict.’ 

‘Well, it looks like you will need to catch him first,’ Keller said and the line went dead. 
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The following day Danny was sitting in front of Police Commissioner David Davidson, a 
street-wise man who had a general distrust of the human species. He looked up at Danny with his 
spectacle pulled down towards the tip of his nose. 

‘What can I do for you Doctor Wilson?’ he snarled. 

After Danny Wilson had explained his situation, the Commissioner told him that his officers 
were working hard to try to capture Antonio Bellucci. He couldn’t spare any more men than those 
he had already assigned to the case. 

‘Bellucci,’ Commissioner David Davidson said, ‘is not going to be able to run away from us 
forever. We found him before and we will find him again.’ 

‘I hope you do it soon, Commissioner.’ 

The Commissioner studied Doctor Wilson for a moment. ‘I hope you do not take the law 
into your own hands.’ He looked at Danny suspiciously. ‘There is not going to be any vigilante on 
my watch. I hope I am making myself crystal clear.’ 

After hearing a short speech from the Commissioner, Danny left. 
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Danny was livid. Here his life and that of his family were under threat from this 
deranged psychotic Antonio, yet instead of the law helping him, they were blaming lack of 
resources for their inability to be more effective. 

Danny went straight to see CJ Fairfield who appeared to be having a relaxing 
time shooting pool. He burst into the room and shouted, ‘CJ, I need a gun.’ He was 
breathless. 

CJ looked at Danny grinning. ‘You want a gun. I thought you already have a gun?’ 

‘Yes, but I need a better one.’ 
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“What kind of gun? and calm down.’ 

‘T don’t know...one...one that...’ 

“A 38?’ 

“Yeah, that’s it a 38.’ 

‘Have you ever handled one of those?’ 

‘No, but you can teach me, right?’ 

‘Sure I can. Don’t think of trying to shoot him with the intention of killing him, okay. You 
can always switch it round and hit him over the head with the handle, boom!’ CJ tried not to laugh. 

‘Yeah!’ Danny looked relieved. 

CJ suddenly looked serious. 

“What’s up,’ Danny enquired. 

‘Errm...If I give you a gun and you shoot a man, you are looking at 15 years minimum,’ CJ 
said, sounding very serious. He stared at Danny and watched his reaction. 

‘No, no, no, you are going to teach me...all what I'll try to do is to frighten him,’ Danny 
rationalised. 

‘Best case scenario: you kill Antonio Bellucci and you will be throwing away fifteen years 
of your life down the tube.’ CJ could not have made that point any clearer. 

Danny was speechless. Suddenly he felt he could not hold his head straight anymore. He 
lowered his eyes, staring at the floor. He was deep in thought. He turned round and sunk into a 
chair, feeling powerless. What the fuck is happening here? He thought aloud. Jesus. 

CJ stood there looking at an agitated Danny complaining that the world has gone against 
him. This is a shit world. Everyone pretending to be helpful, but all they are doing is looking after 
number one, lining their own pockets. 

‘All I wanted to do is to protect my family. I thought having a gun was a decent thing to 
have. Maybe I could frighten him into leaving us alone, but...’ a reflective Danny explained. 

Danny had not smoked for a long time. He grabbed a cigarette from CJ and took a few puffs 
then crushed it in the ash tray. He leaned forwards and cupped his head in his hands whilst CJ 
moved about considering the dilemma he was in. Suddenly he came out with some good advice for 
Danny. 

‘Listen, did you say you had a conference to go to?’ 

“Yeah, it’s in Missouri, USA.’ 

“When is this conference?’ 

‘Friday and it will last for two days.’ 

‘Is it very important?’ 

“Well, yes. Why?’ 

‘If you go away, your family will be left alone.’ CJ paused then added, 
‘Antonio is an opportunist. If he thinks you are going to be away for two days this 
will tempt him to make his move. If Antonio breaks into your home, and he gets 
killed, it will be justifiable self-defence...’ 

Danny listened with great interest. 
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Danny Wilson stayed at home for the next two days, and each time he saw Antonio standing 
by his boundary wall he called the police and each time they came they failed to apprehend him. 
Danny spent two sleepless nights safeguarding his family. 

He picked up the phone and talked to CJ Fairfield. They stayed on the line for almost an 
hour. After agreeing a plan he put the receiver down. 


The next day was Friday. At 6.00 P.M. whilst he was driving to the airport with 


his family, he looked into his rear-view mirror and noticed Antonio tailing him. Good, 
Danny said to himself, when he sees me go through the security point alone, he will think my 
family will be at home alone and defenceless. He will enter the house to terrorise them. However, 
unbeknown to him I would have slipped out and gone home with them. 
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Gatwick airport, London was approximately one and a half hours away from Ashford. When 
he finally got there, he picked up his suitcase and walked through the departure door with his family 
and went straight to the check-in desk. After he had received his boarding pass, he gave his wife a 
hug and a kiss. His son, Jonathan, put his arm round Danny. 

‘Have a good trip, dad.’ 

‘Thank you. Take care of your mum whilst I’m away, okay,’ Danny told his son. 

“Call and let us know you’ve arrived safely,’ Laura requested. 

‘T will.’ Danny then walked through the security check point. 

He turned round and waved goodbye to his family and they waved back in return, then both 
Laura and Jonathan made their way back to the car. 
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Moments later Antonio Bellucci approached the information counter. A beautiful ground 
hostess in a light blue uniform was standing behind the counter entering data in her computer. She 
looked up and saw Antonio approaching. 

‘Can I have a ticket to Missouri on the 20.10, please,’ Antonio asked. 

‘I am sorry it is full, but I can put you on the 21.20.’ 

‘No, I must get on this plane because I need to discuss some important matters with Dr 
Danny Wilson who is on that plane.’ Antonio sounded convincing. “He is on that plane, isn’t he?’ 

‘Oh, we can’t give out that kind of information, I’m sorry,’ the ground hostess said. 

Antonio thought for a moment. ‘I guess I could wait for him to come back...but I don’t 
know when that would be.’ He paused and after a few seconds he said, ‘my wife has been in a car 
accident. Her situation is critical...and...I...I really would appreciate his opinion and help.’ There 
was another short pause. ‘I have already lost a son...’ 

The ground hostess listened patiently. She could see how distressed Antonio 


looked. Of course unknown to her, he was acting and doing a very good job at it. 

‘Is there anyway, I could find out if he is on this flight and when he is coming back? This 
would really help me.’ 

The ground hostess thought for a moment. She punched a few keys on her keyboard and 
hesitantly said, “he will be back on Sunday, sir.’ 

The expression on Antonio’s face changed immediately. He had a huge smile on his face. 

‘Bless you,’ he said to the ground hostess and withdrew himself. 
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When Laura and Jonathan arrived home it was nearly 8.30 P.M, she drove straight into the 
garage and closed the garage door immediately. Jonathan got out of the passenger seat and opened 
the back door of the car to let his father out. Danny quickly rushed into the house where CJ and the 
housekeeper, Nancy Fuller were waiting. 

‘So how did it go at the airport?’ asked CJ 

‘All right! I thought I saw him tailing us, but we did not see him there and we don’t even 
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know if he was there,’ answered Danny as he lit up a cigarette. 

‘Well, it’s a trap. Let’s see if he bites.’ 

Danny asked the Wilsons, including Nancy Fuller to go to their bedrooms. Danny was asked 
not to walk around and to stay out of sight whilst CJ decided to stay awake and keep watch. 

The weather that night changed. There were drops of sleet falling down accompanied with 
rain and it was also quite windy outside. The security lights kept coming on and off due to the high 
winds roaring past them. Every one in the house was on edge, expecting something to happen, but 
not quite sure what and when. CJ had purposely taken off the security lock from one of the 
windows on the ground floor leaving it very slightly ajar. He had also tied a piece of string to the 
window handle. The other end of the string was tied to the leg of a chair. If that chair should move 
CJ would know someone was trying to get in. 

CJ had been waiting all evening for Antonio to appear. The clock in the lounge cuckooed 12 
times, still no one had shown up. Sitting on the sofa with the light off, he kept his eyes fixed on the 
chair whilst sipping black coffee. The ashtray was filled with cigarette butts. 

Suddenly he heard the window clapping. The chair had moved. ‘7hat’s it, Antonio 
had taken the bait, CJ thought. He picked up his gun ensuring that the safety lock was 
off and hid himself behind the sofa, waiting for Antonio to appear so that he could 
blow his head off. 

He waited and waited and could see no one. He decided to creep over to the 
window and noticed that it was opened and banging intermittently against the frame. 
Was it the wind that had caused the window to open or was it Antonio who opened it? 

CJ finally decided that it was the wind that pulled the window open. He put down his gun 
and lit another cigarette. As he was doing so, out of no where someone hit him over the head and he 
fell to the floor. Danny and Laura heard the noise and they rushed downstairs, and saw someone 
looking like Antonio running away. Danny tried to go after him, but Laura grabbed him and pulled 
him back as she did not want him to suffer the same fate as CJ. 

‘Where is he? Where did the bastard go?’ an angry CJ got up from the floor with a sore 
head. 

‘There, out there!’ Laura pointed her finger to the yard outside. ‘Are you all right?’ 

‘It’s just a little bump on the head...occupational hazard!’ He grinned. 

“We need to get out of here!’ Danny said. 

‘...To go where?’ Laura asked. 

‘Somewhere safe.’ 

‘Safe!’ Laura exclaimed. ‘The only time we are going to be safe is when I’ve put a bullet 
through that son of a bitch.’ 

‘And risk another fifteen years in Holloway?’ Danny said questioningly. 

‘That’s the minimum you can expect,’ CJ re-iterated. 

“Youcan talk, CJ,’ Laura shouted nervously. “You have been a fat lot of good so far.’ 

‘This Antonio is a very clever man, Mrs Wilson,’ CJ said. 

‘I thought you detectives were supposed to be cleverer. Obviously not!’ Laura rebutted, 
shaking her head. 

Danny did not like seeing CJ and Laura arguing. ‘Hey! stop it you two. We are supposed to 
be on the same side here. Let’s think of a secret place where we can go and stay for a few days, at 
least until the police put this creep away.’ 

There was a brief silence. 

Then Laura remembered. ‘Desiré has a little bungalow at Herne Bay, I believe.’ 

‘Ts it free?’ 

‘She only goes there with Peter and since Peter is away...’ 

‘Check it out,’ Danny asked. 
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‘It’s nearly three O’clock in the morning. Ill telephone her later on this morning,’ said 
Laura. 
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They all spent that night in the lounge. They felt safe in being together. Also if Antonio 
should come back, they as a group, would be more able to overcome him. After what had just 
happened to him, CJ agreed with this strategy. As the time went on Laura felt like closing her eyes 
for a while. She gathered the cushions to one side of the settee and rested her head. CJ, Danny and 
Jonathan kept watch. 

The night passed by undisturbed until the clock on the wall cuckooed eight times. 

Laura got off the sofa and as she was about to go in the kitchen to make a cup of tea she 
noticed the absence of her housekeeper. 

“Where is Nancy?’ Laura asked. 

‘In her flat, probably still sleeping,’ Danny remarked. 

“Check on her Danny, will you please. I’m sure we could all do with some breakfast.’ 

Danny went into her flat and saw Nancy Fuller lying dead in a pool of blood. Danny just 
flipped. He rushed back into the house, grabbed CJ’s gun, ran out the front door and started to shoot 
aimlessly much to the horror of Laura and Jonathan. They both ran to him and grabbed his arms 
pulling him inside the house. 

‘Get in dad!’ Jonathan begged his father. “He might be out there.’ Tears were running down 
his cheeks. 

‘We need to get out of this house now!’ Danny screamed. ‘Did you talk to Desiré?’ 

‘lll ring her now,” said Laura. 

Laura picked up the phone and placed the call. She did not have to wait long for Desiré to 
answer. 

Minutes later, ‘Desiré said we can use it,’ Laura announced. ‘But...’ 

Danny wasted no time. He just dragged his family into his car and started to drive. # 
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CHAPTER 17 


Herne Bay, Kent, England. 


‘Wait for me!’ CJ shouted. 

Danny did not wait. He felt an urge to drive his family to a place of safety. 
Desiré’s bungalow in Herne Bay would be the perfect hideout, he thought. CJ Fairfield 
followed them in his car. 

“You do have a key to the bungalow?’ Danny asked. 

‘She told me where she had one hidden, and she told me something else.’ 

‘What?’ Danny did not really want to know but he thought he’d better listen. 

‘She told me a friend of hers has left his jacket there and he may come for it.’ 

‘Great. So much for secrecy...! Does that friend have a name?’ 

‘I did not ask, and she did not say.’ After a short pause Laura added, ‘But she did say he was 
very discreet.’ 

Danny continued driving as fast as he could, paying little attention to the speed limit. 
Jonathan was sitting nervously in the back seat whilst Laura was deep in thought. There was not 
much traffic on the road and the bungalow was a fair distance away from where they lived. They 
had never been there before, but Desiré had given Laura a clear description of how to get to it. 

They passed a few traders standing on the roadside selling fruits and 
vegetables. There were a few people buying. Danny noticed a wooden sign shaped 
like a cross onto which was written the following: Jesus loves us all? It was written with 
red paint. It looked like the paint was still fresh and dripping, giving the characters a 
macabre look. 

Danny stopped at one of the shops they passed and Jonathan went with Laura to buy bags of 
food and drink. Meanwhile Danny spotted a public phone and decided to make a phone call to 
Commissioner David Davidson. 

‘Listen, I got six guns with me,’ Danny told the Commissioner. ‘And you’ll find the body 
of my housekeeper, lying in the kitchen.’ 

“You need to come back,’ said Commissioner David Davidson. 

“Yeah, I know I am not supposed to flee a murder scene.’ Danny was tense and he was 
becoming irate. ‘Listen Commissioner, you may or may not know this, I am told by a reputable 
lawyer that there is a common legal clause called casus fortuitus. It means a chance occurrence, an 
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unavoidable accident, or if you prefer an act of God. In law this cancels out all obligations. So when 
you find Antonio Bellucci, let me know and we will come back.’ Danny banged the phone down 
and walked away to join his wife and son. 

They got back in the car and drove off towards Herne Bay. Not long after they arrived at the 
bungalow. Unknown to them, Antonio Bellucci was inside and as he saw them coming, he hide 
himself. After they had taken all their shopping inside, Laura went into the kitchen to prepare a 
meal whilst Danny checked all the doors and windows making sure that they were secure. He 
turned on the television to check the news, there were no mention of anything relating to them. 

An hour later they were sitting down together having a meal. Laura tried to make small talk 
to relax Danny, but Jonathan was very apprehensive and he could hardly sit still. Suddenly there 
was a loud noise outside the bungalow, which made all of them jumped. Danny got up from his seat 
and put his face close to the window pane. He could see it was pouring outside and the water was 
dripping down from a broken gutter impairing visibility. There was a huge leaf from a palm tree 
dangling and brushing against the window pane making a cracking noise. As Danny moved away 
from the window there was yet another loud noise. 

“What was that?’ a petrified Jonathan asked. 

‘I don’t think it’s anything to worry about,’ Danny said reassuringly. ‘But to be on the safe 
side I’ll go and check it out.’ 

‘No dad, don’t go out!’ Jonathan pleaded. 

‘Everything is okay, son.’ 

‘Yes, we are safe here,’ Laura reassured her son. 

‘It’s probably just a broken branch hitting against the window,’ said Danny, as he grabbed 
his gun and went outside. 

Danny got hold of the broken leaf from the palm tree and struggled to pull it away from the 
window. The heavy rain was not making it easy for him. He was soaking wet and could barely see 
what he was doing as the lenses on his spectacles were misting up. Whilst he was doing his best to 
pull the leaf off the tree, he heard a creaky noise and felt a gun resting against his head. 
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Back inside the bungalow, both Laura and Jonathan had gone into the kitchen and were busy 
washing the dishes. Jonathan was scared, and sniffed intermittently whilst Laura kept reassuring 
him that everything would turn out okay. Five minutes had gone and Danny was still outside. Laura 
got concerned and shouted out. 

‘Danny!’ 

When Laura got no response, she raised her voice, ‘there is a drink here for you!’ 

Danny still did not respond. Laura began to get worried. J hope nothing has 


happened to him, she prayed. 

‘Danny!’ Laura shouted even louder. 

‘Dad!’ Jonathan called. 

They were both tense and worried, but did not dare go out to see if anything 
had happened to Danny. 
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Meanwhile outside, Antonio Bellucci had Danny’s head facing the point of his gun. Danny 
didn’t dare take the chance of making any false move or shout out. By now he knew what a vicious 
cold-blooded killer Antonio was. Antonio swung the gun round and hit Danny hard over the head 
with the handle, and watched him crumble to the ground. As Danny received the blow to his head, 
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he shouted as loud as he could. Both Laura and Jonathan heard him and Laura approached the 
window and was horrified to see Antonio standing there soaking wet, looking vicious. As Antonio 
came forward, Laura froze. Antonio opened the door and walked right in. 

‘Hello Laura,’ he stared at her wearing a large grin. ‘Hello young man,’ he said as he looked 
at Jonathan.’ 

Jonathan stood close to his mum trying not to appear frightened, ready to protect her. 

A petrified looking Laura said, ‘My husband is outside and he has a loaded gun.’ 

“You don’t mean this gun, do you?’ Antonio said as he showed her the gun. 

When Laura realised the gun belonged to her husband she moved a few paces backwards 
asking, ‘where is he? what have you done to him?’ Laura could not hold back her tears. 

‘He is sleeping,’ Antonio said triumphantly. ‘He’s had a long tiresome day.’ 

Antonio moved a few paces forward and addressing Jonathan he said, ‘you have really 
grown up since I last saw you.’ After a short pause he added, ‘I’ve still got the scar on my thigh 
after you cut me with that broken glass, you little bastard.’ 

‘If you don’t get the hell out of here, P’ll cut you again you maniac,’ said Jonathan bravely, 
trying to look fearless, whilst he felt his legs turning to jelly. He may have grown up into a man but 
he was no match to the beastly Antonio who had the strength of an elephant and the temper of a 
lion. 

Unexpectedly, Jonathan picked up the pan that was resting on the cooker and threw the 
boiling water it contained aiming it at Antonio’s face. But most of the water fell on the floor. 

Antonio was furious. ‘Are you trying to scar me again, you little prick.’ He 
stared at both of them, then took out the gun from his trousers and said, ‘let’s get 
something straight here.’ He took a breath then continued. ‘I spent fifteen long years 
in a prison cell, surrounded by guards who saw themselves as better than me, but they 
were even less human than I, but because of my love for you Laura, I managed to put 
up with all the shit they gave me only to come out and discover you were not the 
person I thought you were.’ Looking directly at Laura, Antonio said with bitterness in 
his voice, ‘you sucked me dry pretending you loved me when all you were after was 
to use the piece of meat between my legs to satisfy your own lust.’ 

There was a short silence. He moved two paces forward staring at Laura. 

“You see I have a score to settle.” Turning to Jonathan he said, ‘I would like you to wait in 
the lounge.’ 

‘What do you want Bellucci?’ Jonathan asked. 

Antonio looked at him and grinned. 

‘Look I’m a lawyer now, I can represent you...I can defend you.’ 

‘Defend me?’ Antonio frowned. 

‘Yes I can plead for a lesser charge...look you still have five years more to serve, I can get 
this reduced.’ 

‘Well I have news for you...I already have a good lawyer. His name is Richard Keller...I’m 
sure you know him...the best criminal lawyer around. Yet I still got twenty years.’ Antonio paused. 
‘He is another one I need to take care of.’ 

Jonathan sighed. ‘All right, how much do you want?’ 

‘How much do I want what?’ 

‘Money, how much money do you want?’ Jonathan looked serious. 

‘Money...! Do I look destitute to you?’ 

‘Look I realise you’ve suffered...’ 

“You’ve no idea what suffering is, young man!’ 

‘I’m sure we can come to some arrangement...it will at least be some sort of compensation.’ 

‘Hmm!’ Antonio thought. ‘Well what will be my compensation for all the black eyes I 
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received whilst being in that shit house they called Correction house?’ 
‘How about £20,000 in cash?’ asked Jonathan. 


Antonio gasped. ‘Did I hear £20,000...? Let’s just break that down.’ 

‘No wait, that figure is not negotiable.’ Jonathan protested. 

‘£20,000 for 20 years... That is £1000 a year, £83 a month, £19 a week, £2.85 a day.’ 
Antonio shook his head. ‘Not even £3 a day. That is well below the minimum wage my friend, 
don’t you agree?!’ 

‘Okay Ill double it.’ 

‘Nope, I don’t think you really know what we are talking about here,’ Antonio concluded. 

Jonathan and Laura had their arms around each other wondering what Antonio was planning 
to do. 

“You Jonathan,’ Antonio repeated twice, looking very serious and in a stern voice, “go in the 
lounge.’ 

When Antonio saw that Jonathan was not moving, he dragged him by the hair and threw 
him into the lounge then locked the door behind him. 

He moved closer to Laura, his eyes said it all. Laura could read his mind. She pulled as far 
back as she could, whilst Antonio continued to come closer and closer then just as he was about to 
grab her, she swung both her hands at him, but Antonio anticipated most of her moves. He pinned 
her against the wall, ripped her blouse off, kissing her fiercely, pressing his entire body against her 
and wrapped his arms tightly around her. 

Laura tried to fight him off, but he was too strong. The kiss was completely dominant. Laura 
felt a sense of disgust as he was plundering her lips. When Laura found that she could not fight him 
any more, she decided to let him do what he wanted with her. 

Jonathan was fiddling with the door lock, trying to open it so that he could rescue his mother 
from this beast. Danny had come round but he was tied up and was trying to free himself. 

Laura had lulled herself into a state of numbness; she lay there like a corpse. Every nerve in 
her body was indifferent. When Antonio had finished he pulled her up and handcuffed her to the 
water pipe. 

He went outside and saw that Danny had come round. He dragged him inside the house by his 
hair with his hands still tied behind his back and threw him on the kitchen floor. He opened the 
lounge door and pulled Jonathan into the kitchen too. 

‘Listen to me Antonio. Leave them out of it,’ said Danny. 

“You shut the fuck up, you piece of shit’ an angry Antonio told Danny as he kicked him 
whilst both Laura and Jonathan shouted for him to stop. 

Laura, could not bear to see her husband being beaten up like that. ‘Stop please!’ Laura 
begged him. ‘Listen to me, Antonio, I have thought about you all the time. I have tried to imagine 
what it must have been like for you all those years locked up in jail. I know about loss...I know 
about losing time...even losing years. I can understand. I have passed through it myself. Don’t 
forget, I spent fifteen years locked up too. Take your anger out on me if you must, not on them. 
They did nothing to you, Antonio, nothing. It is I that hurt you. It is I who did you wrong.’ Laura 
could not stop the tears. 

Antonio stared at Laura for a moment, and then turning to Danny who was still lying on the 
floor, kicked him again in the stomach saying, ‘What do you think doctor?’ 

Laura and Jonathan watched painfully as they saw Danny lying there, powerless. 

Antonio decided to un-cuff Laura. ‘Thank you for transmitting to me your 
emotions.’ 

He turned to Danny and spit on him. Pointing his gun at Danny’s head, he said, “your time is 
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up. 
CJ Fairfield, who was following the Wilsons when they had left the house, had 


lost his way but finally managed to find the bungalow. He burst in the house and took 
a couple of shots at Antonio. Antonio screamed and ran out of the bungalow towards 
the beach. CJ saw Danny lying on the floor; he immediately called for an ambulance. 
He then rushed out to find Antonio. He looked everywhere on the beach, but the latter 
was nowhere to be found. He finally gave up his search and returned back to the 
bungalow. 

‘Did you get him?’ Danny asked as he lay on the trolley being carried out to the ambulance. 

‘No. He probably went into the sea. I know he is badly hurt. I saw traces of 
blood. He will probably die there. If not, this area is well-known for sharks and they 
will have him.’ 

Was that wishful thinking on CJ’s part? 


As Danny lay there in the hospital bed with several broken ribs, covered with 
multiple lacerations and bruises, Laura could not stop blaming herself for what had 
happened. Would she ever be able to forget Antonio Bellucci and what he did to her and her 
family? Would her life ever be the way it was before he came? Would she hang on to the past or 
look forward to rebuilding her life with Danny and her son Jonathan? 

We all make mistakes in life. To err is human...! They say, but we only grow and 
become wiser, when we learn from our mistakes. « 
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CHAPTER 18 


Istanbul, Turkey 


Peter Emery was under great pressure and had decided to move some of the heroin he 
had left by stashing them inside the seats of a rented car. A surveillance team in 
Turkey working for the chief of police, Hussein Osman was waiting for the right 
moment to move in on him. 

At the last minute Peter had a tip off that there was an army of Turkish 
policemen waiting for him to make his move. He knew the game was up and he was 
well aware of the Turks’ attitude to drug smuggling. The sentence Vincent had 
received was a good reminder for him. No way was he going to spend time in a 
Turkish jail. He could hear the voice of the scientist Akbar Wallid telling him: the trick 
is not to get caught and Vincent got caught. 
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Peter Emery was last seen in his room in Hotel Titanic Port, Bakirkoy—Istanbul. 
Hussein Osman called the policeman who was watching him. 

“Are you sure he’s still in there?’ asked Chief Hussein Osman. 

‘Yes sir. The maid says she saw him when she cleaned the room.’ 

“What about phone calls?’ 

‘Yes, just one call...to his wife in England.’ 

‘Sit tight until I tell you otherwise.’ Chief Hussein Osman ordered. 

After bribing the maid, Peter had swapped clothes with her and left the hotel 
unnoticed. Hours later the clothes he was wearing were found on the beach near the 
Sea of Marmara. What happened? Did he drown himself or did he fake it? His body was 
never found. 


38 38 2k 


After the shock verdict from the Turkish court, Vincent Bouquet resigned to the fact that there was 
nothing he could do other than keep his spirits up and keep himself out of trouble. Hopefully with a reduction in 
sentence, the six years and three months sentence he was given would pass by quickly. As he began his 
sentence he discovered that prison was a very lonely place and life on the inside was more often than not like 
dog eat dog. The killers thought they were better people than rapists or paedophiles, the gays thought that every 
one should be gays. 

Some nights he could hear his father’s voice buzzing in his ears, we are going to get you out, son. To 
him it was like his father was telling him that one day pigs would fly. After the performance he had witnessed 
in the Turkish courtroom, he was convinced that the only time he was going to get out of that prison would be 
when he had served his time and he could not wait for that day to come. 

As time went by there were flashes of memory and images of his father that would pass through the 
window of his mind. He could see his father kneeling down in front of him saying Vincent if I could be in your 
place I would. As more images bombarded his mind he heard his father swearing at a prison guard, ‘you take 
good care of my son you hear or I'll have your fucking head you piece of shit.’ 

In his cell he had a photograph of his wife Doloris. Each time he looked at it he could not help 
wondering how she was coping. They had been married for ten long years and they were a model couple. He 
had not seen her since he was arrested. He had refused her visits as he was too ashamed to look at her and he 
also wanted to spare her the pain. But night after night he would look at her picture and tears would pour out. 
Without fail, every day he would kneel down and pray for his release. One night he took the courage to write a 
few words to his wife: 


Dear Doloris, 


Three years have gone by and another year will soon end. I feel so lonely without 
you. I miss your kisses and your caresses. My only companion is a kitten. 
Sometimes I don’t even know who I am or what day or time it is. I have a day by 
day calendar to help me keep track of the days. Locked in here, I find loneliness is 
a physical pain all over. It is not isolated to one part of my body. 


Vincent. 


Everyday a Turkish man came to bring him tea and food. His name was Tahir. One day he grabbed 
Vincent’s kitten and threw her across the room for no reason. 

‘Why did you do that you piece of shit!’ Vincent shouted at him. 

“Go away. Youdon’t fuck with me and I don’t fuck with you.’ He yelled back. 

‘But you fuck with me. You fuck with me all the time,’ Vincent said, ‘you make shit tea and you rip 
me off on the hash.’ 

‘No. I make good tea for you.’ 

‘Shut the fuck up! Youare nothing, you hear, nothing!’ 

“You’rea French man, so you don’t know,’ Tahir said. 

‘Know what?’ 

‘Dog eat dog. ..you fuck other man before he fuck you.’ 
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Ninety days were left out of his sentence and his lawyer Charles Duprey was coming to see him. He 
expected him to tell him that arrangements were being processed to release him. He felt so good about it. At 
long last the nightmares were about to end. He could not wait to see him. 

Duprey took a deep breath and told Vincent, ‘I’m afraid I have bad news for you.’ 

“What is it. ..is my father dead?’ 
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‘No.’ Duprey shook his head. ‘It looks like you are going to have a new court.’ 

“What do you mean?’ 

‘The prosecutor objected to your sentence of possession. A higher court reviewed it.’ 

*,..and?’ 

‘There were thirty-five Judges. . thirty-one voted for life sentence.’ 

Vincent felt as if someone had just inserted a knife into his heart and for good measure had twisted it. 
He closed his eyes and asked God what he was supposed to have done for him to be treated in such a cruel 
way. He knew he was not smuggling drugs, he was conned into doing so. Instead of the real culprit being 
caught and punished, he was paying for Peter Emery’s misdoing. How could that be fair? he asked himself. 

For a brief moment he could hear the voice of Turkish lawyer Ali Onur Ulusakarya resounding in his 
ears, the Judge likes you, he likes you a lot. 

He grabbed Dupery’s tie and he wanted to strangle him, as he shouted, ‘Life...for what...For what? I 
had ninety days left. . ninety days.’ 
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When Doloris heard the bad news, she begged Vincent to allow her a visit. After lots of soul searching, 
he granted her wish. On the way to Turkey, she could not help wonder what would be the mental state of her 
husband. Would he be pleased to see her? Would he cry? She speculated. 

As the guard opened the door, Doloris saw her husband sitting behind a glass partition for the first time 
since he was imprisoned seven years ago. He looked dreadful. His hair was long and untidy. His eyes were red 
and sad. He was a broken man and it showed on his face. He seemed to have aged. For a moment, she could 
not believe she was looking at her husband. 

‘Oh my God,’ Doloris said. She moved slowly forward. ‘Oh! Vincent...Vincent...what have they 
done to you?’ She put both her hands on the glass panel, desperately wanting to cup Vincent’s face. 

Vincent could see the pain in Doloris’ eyes and he could feel what she was feeling. He burst into tears. 
He wanted to touch his wife too, but he could not. 

‘Vincent. ..everyone is fine,’ Doloris said softly. ‘The president has made a special plea in the Senate 
(Sénat) and a letter is coming asking for a pardon.’ After a short pause she added, ‘the letters are coming 
Vincent. . .everyone cares.’ 

Vincent had stopped listening to what his wife was saying and he mumbled some incomprehensible 
words. 

‘What?’ Doloris asked, her voice sounded sad. 

“Your clothes. ..take them off.’ 

‘What?’ Doloris asked again. 

“Your clothes. ..take them off.’ 

“Vincent!” She could not believe what her husband was asking her to do. 

‘Off... take them off.’ 

‘Oh Vincent, you are just making...’ 

‘Please,’ he begged her. “Take them off...take...them...off....’ 

Doloris reluctantly unbuttoned her blouse and Vincent started to masturbate. He 
asked his wife to stand and to drop her skirt and panties, she complied. He tried to 
touch her tits but all he was able to do was to touch the pane of glass that separated 
his wife from him. The pain of seeing her husband resorting to self-help mortified 
her. She wished she could get to the other side and make it better for him, the 
husband she had loved and cherished for ten long years plus the seven years he had 
been in that prison. When Vincent had finished he burst into tears. 

‘I love you,’ he said to his wife, his voice full with emotion. 
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Their privacy was interrupted by a guard who was banging on the door calling time. Doloris 
reluctantly got on her feet and as she was walking out of the door, she turned round and told her 
husband: 


‘If you stay here any longer your will die...Jesus Christ you’ve got to get 
yourself together... you can’t rely on anyone else but yourself. You’ve got to get out 
of here, if not for me, but for the sake of your unborn child. 

As Doloris walked away from her husband, she wished it was all a dream. But it 
was not a dream. It was the worst moment in her life! 


28 2K 
That was the last time Vincent saw his wife. After listening to what she had 


told him, Vincent spent his remaining life digging a hole to get out but all he finally 
succeeded in doing was to dig a hole for him to rest in peace. 2 
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CHAPTER 19 


Islington, London, England 


Three days after her return from her latest trip to Zurich, Desiré heard what had happened to the 
Wilsons at her bungalow in Herne Bay, she had mixed feelings. Part of her was pleased that her 
friend Laura and her family was alive, but on the other hand she was upset that Antonio, the man 
she had fallen for was no more. Her dream of a new life was shattered. 

She knew that she could never let Laura know that she was having an affair with Antonio. 
She had not told her friend either about Peter being involved with drug trafficking. She was hoping 
that her husband would get himself out of the sticky situation he was in and no one would be any 
the wiser. 

As soon as she got news that the house was sold she intended to move into her bungalow for 
a while and rethink her future. 

For the next few days, Desiré kept a low profile. She spent most of her time 


within the confines of her house seeking solace with the odd bottle of wine. 
Instinctively Desiré turned on the TV to the news channel and she listened. She was shocked 
to hear the broadcaster in a newsflash reporting: 


The antique art dealer Peter Emery was last night reported missing, feared drowned. A pile 
of clothes were found lying on the beach near the Sea of Marmara, Turkey. The Turkish police 
believe they were the clothes Peter Emery was wearing at the time of his disappearance. It is 
believed that he had either drowned or was killed by a shark. 
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On hearing the news about her husband Peter, Desiré filled her wine glass and took a 
mouthful. She could not believe how suddenly her world had turned upside down. The wine was 
getting to her and her eyes began to feel heavy and within seconds she was out. 


Visions of her on a boat flooded her mind. She had never been on this boat before, and it 
was the only vessel in the very middle of the ocean. The boat was kind of like the Titanic. To her it 


was really big, and everyone on it was saying they were going to sink. Everyone on the boat was 
running up and down the hallways trying to find a way out. Desiré noticed a man in the water. He 
was lying on his back, hands in the air, head barely above the water and he was shouting for help. 
Desiré grabbed a rope and threw it at him, but it fell short. He was struggling to reach the rope. 
Desiré stood there feeling helpless when she recognised the man as being her husband Peter. 

Suddenly the phone rang, waking Desiré up. She reached for the receiver and brought it 
close to her ear. There was no caller ID showing. Whoever was calling had withheld their number. 

‘Hello,’ she said, her voice sounded weak and groggy. 

There was no response from the caller. 

‘Hello, who is it?’ Desiré raised her voice a little. 

She could hear someone breathing. She felt a chill running through her body. 
Who was calling? 

Days later, the postman arrived and delivered a registered envelope. It was 
marked PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL. After signing for it she went by the 
swimming pool and opened the envelope. She could not believe her eyes... « 


-- CONTD...BOOK 3— 
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THE 


WRECKAGE 


by 


Sydney S Chellen 


Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness of his future, in his 
homeland where the rich got richer and the poor got poorer, he gathered his 
belongings and boarded a ship to a land of plenty. After he married Henrietta, his 
small wage working as a Civil Engineer was just about enough to pay his mortgage. 
He held two jobs working very long hours to provide for his small family. Enrico and 
Henrietta kept themselves to themselves. It was Ist September 2011 and they were 
excited because their daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate from London, 
was returning home after four years of absence. They had cooked the best dinner they 
could afford to welcome her. What happened a week after her return launched a 
series of events that would trouble and haunt the Swanson family for years! 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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A series of four books on SEX, LIES, and MURDER 


“A great read that “This is a good piece of narrative. The 


2 keeps you on the plot is simple and there are few 
_. edge of your seat characters, which makes for easy reading 
4 wanting to know and understanding. The writing style is 
»~~  more!! brisk. Definitely, Sydney S Chellen is a 


Amazon customer 


good storyteller and his novel is very 
enjoyable. Hopefully the story could 
become the basis for a film script.” 


Prega Valaydon, Mauritius. 


‘Ss Sex! Lies\arid Murdér 


BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved into a new 
house in Islington with her 7 year old son. One morning when she is home alone, a 
stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing that her husband will blame her for allowing 


it to happen, she decides not to report the crime to the police. 
Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, decides to break off 
the illicit relationship. 


Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the identity of the 
abductor, she decides to meet with him. Can Laura rescue her son and save her 
marriage? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-45 1-2 


24 “A great sequel “After reading the first book, I 
BS YONEY § to the first book — Sex, was happy to learn there was 
lies and murder — the more, and I wasn’t 
e folly of Laura. disappointed! As good if not 
1 If you were gripped by __ better than the first and I hope 
fi the first novel, you to read more stories with the 
MUST read on...” enterprising CJ Fairfield in the 
B Baa future!” 
-E Amazon Customer. 


Sex, Lies-and Murdér 


BOOK 2: A touch of Desire is a Sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter Emery. Bored with her 
dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until one day a man comes to clean her 
swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for him hook, line and sinker. 

Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a devil in disguise with 
nothing but vengeance on his mind? 


978-1-78280-452-9 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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BOOK 3: 

Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 
LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 
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Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 
twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 
Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 
nightmare for the Wilsons? 


” Sex, Lies and Murder ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


"A successful one! So interesting that I felt sorry when I reached the last page and I start looking 
forward for the 4th book. The thirst for the next book is well created by (a) the mystery around the 
ghost and the first session of exorcism which needs to be renewed; (b) the development in 
Medicines; (c) the body that disappeared." vicky Duval, Mauritian reader. 


Warm up those cold winter nights with these books. Be 
part of this exclusive group of readers! 


BOOK 4: 

Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 
Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 
tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 


S AUNGAS 


Nara 


On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 


Sex. Lies and Murder 


A"Great, great, great. Amazing ISBN 978-1-78280-758-2 
ending." Vicky Duval, 
Mauritian reader 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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“A very interesting book! 
Sydney S Chellen is a great 
writer with fascinating 
imagination! First time I 


“T read the book. Very 

nice one. Lovely story, 
very creative and spicy. 
The last sentence 


5 find myself clinging so touched my soul.” 

‘3 much to reading a book. Vanisha Soodoo, 

3 Interrupting the reading was__ Public Relations 

a done only when there was Officer. 

et wy ret need to do so. Interest 
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. Alona Came Kevi is maintained all through 

. Hong me n out. If the word “end” was Pontoved eealine He 

: aS eon as not written I would have ce aca ‘S 
kept turning the pages for BO vel ss Quay nice 

story.” 


Tanya Slegers Paul 


further reading.” Vicky 
Duval, Mauritian reader. 


ISBN 978-1-78280-95 1-7 
Along Came Kevin is a crime thriller that a mainstream publisher in his native country did not want 
you to read because ‘the plot may be a bit too dynamic for the Mauritian society and 
context.’ 
It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad Donaldson, who is 
married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance teacher from Essex who is fifteen 
years his junior. After seven years of what he thought was a happy marriage, his life turns upside 
down when he learns her hidden secret. How will he handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and 


Chad’s life ever be the same again? 

A Step Too 
Far is a 
thrilling story 
of love, hate 
and murder. 


A Step Too Far is a great book, a 
perfect blend of love story 
(romance) and suspense. Somehow, 
it feels that at the beginning the 
author was driving slowly on the 
roundabout and preoccupied by 
which road to take to reach his 
destination. However, the language 
becomes more fluid as he leaves the 


roundabout. 
Mrs. Vicky Duval, reader from Mauritius. 
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A thing story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that his four-year-long 
relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her affection, he vows that if he cannot have her, no one 
else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and marries Richard, she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is he going to go 
to put asunder what God has joined? Moreover, is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 


ISBN 978-1-78808-454-3 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The cheater cheated is “°°” 


. . interesting 
romantic thriller that read. A perfect 
: F . blend of love 
will excite and bring ad cane 
Vicky, Reader from 
tears to your eyes. Mauritus 


Mrs Diana.C., Reviewer from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


It is about a beauty therapist called Samantha who whilst on holiday in Venice with her parents, falls in love with Ed, 
an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance does not last long and after divorcing each other, they go 
their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq whilst Samantha meets and marries Clive, a plastic surgeon who is more 
than twice her age and she gives birth to a daughter. Five years later Ed comes back home to attend the funeral of his 
father. By chance, Samantha and Ed meet again. Though Samantha rebuffs Ed’s advances, determined to win her back 
he pesters her. Days later, Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. Who has done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 


ISBN 788-1-78808-452-9 
You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


Chellen’s novel, This latest novel, Bride In Waiting, 
Bride In Waiting, isa by Sydney S Chellen is a tale of 
compelling read. It’s lve, adultery and treachery and the 
passions and tensions they arouse in 
an Asian family. The ending may 
surprise some readers. Set on the 
island of Mauritius the story will 
adapt well in a typical Bollywood 
movie, with singing, dancing and 


eat it? sobbing! PreVal, a reviewer. 
Ms P.C., Reader from Ashford. Kent. UK. 
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a modernised version 
of ‘Torn between 
two lovers’. Should 
we be allowed to 
have our cake and 


Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a detached house in the city 
and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly having an affair with his assistant, Dr Gud. The 
latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to end the affair unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her 
instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his lover. 


ISBN 978-1-78972-052-5 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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‘i Aghrilling story of mistaken identity, revenge ahd mitirden 


it down. 
Mrs T.C, reader from Kent. UK. 


“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 


Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a beautiful Russian 
nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business venture, Bono finds himself embroiled in 
s case of mistaken identity. Once his life was simple and uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to 
get back his home, his wife and his life. Will he find the help he needs to fight back? 


ISBN 978-1-78972-053-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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THE 


INVISIBLE 
ENEMY 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


A] AWWANG WTAISTANT FHL 


As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make the most of the 
situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The situation was becoming desperate until a 
British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far 
would they go? Learn more by going through this new novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega 


Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 


DARING 
MISSION 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been rushed to hospital 
where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his body of the deadly virus, a 
capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as 
they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational as well as 
entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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by 
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2021-2022 


Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five—year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period to decide whether to pay the money. She naively signs a 
dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign country. Soon she 
discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based ona 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 


from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 
territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Online 


Visit his website and read sample chapters of his books free, send and receive personal messages, and leave 
comments at www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 


A Step Too F 


ar 
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Why not find out more about Sydney’s double lives, in Mauritius and Kent, his family and 
beloved cats and how he spends his time when he is not writing stories. Also, learn more 
about new releases and pre-publication sample chapters. 
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Other books 


by Sydney S Chellen 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals. Routledge isan 0-415-22747-x 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. issn 0.06-318295-s 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and ROW. Issn 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 
Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 


Excel for Windows. Cassell. issn 0-304-33241-0 


A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 
Memories of Yesteryears. GPSbooksUK. 
Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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Sydney S. Chellen (AKA Sada, Seringapatam) was born in Mauritius, 
the third son of late Armon and Veerama (AKA Anne-Marie). He began work as a 
correspondent typist but eventually moved to Swansea, South of Wales, where after 
three years he qualified as a Registered Mental Nurse. He met and married Miss 
Georgina Scicluna, a Maltese nurse. At the age of twenty-five, he qualified as a 
State Registered Nurse and was awarded the John Ford-King prize for ‘best bed- 
side manner’. In 1997, he became a Senior Lecturer at Canterbury Christ Church 
University and started to write educational books. His book: The Essential Guide to 
the Internet for Health Professionals became a best seller in UK and the USA. The 
second edition of the book is available in paperback, hardback and e-book format. 
In 1966, he co-wrote a fictional novel, Wreckage but forty-seven years later, he re- 
wrote it and re-titled it theWreckage—based partly on a true-life story. Thirteen 
more novels ensued—four of which form part of a series called Sex, Lies, and 
Murder. 

Sydney S. Chellen has three children and two grand children. He and 
his wife who now live in the county of Kent, UK and they have two Birman 
pedigrees namely Lord DeMilo and Lady Tara which they adore. 
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ADULT THRILLER 


A Touch of DESIRE 
Sydney S Chellen 


| A Touch of Desiréis a sequel to the novel The Folly of Laura 


Laura's best friend. Desiré. is a retired model who is 
married to antique art dealer. Peter Emery. Bored with her 
dull and lonely life. she periodically frequents a brothel for 
distraction until one day aman comes to dean her swimming 
pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for 
him hook, line and sinker. 

Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré | 
the happiness she craves. or is he a devil in disguise with 


' nothing but vengeance on his mind? 
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